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" Ai the Sign of the Lyre,** 
Good Folk, Tve present yoH, 

With the ^ of our quire- 
And we hope *^ con*^^y^'* ' 

Her* be Ballad and Song, 
The fruits of our Ulstire, 

Some short a»id some long,-- 
May thxy all give you pleasure. 

But if, when you read. 

They shouUifail to restore you. 
Foremen, and God-speed— 
The world is before you \ 
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THE LADIES OF ST. JAMES'S. 

A PROPER NEW BALLAD OF THE COUNTRY AND THE 

TOWN. 

" Phyllida amo a$iU alias,** 

ViRG. 

THE ladies of St James's 
Go swinging to the play ; 
Their footmen nm before them. 

With a "Stand by I Clear the way ! '* 
But Phyllida, my Phyllida I 

She takes her buckled shoon, 
When we go out a-courting 
Beneath the harvest moon. 

The ladies of St James's 

Wear satin on their backs ; 
They sit all ni^^t at Ombre, 

With candles all of wax : 
But Phyllida, my Phyllida I 

She dons her russet gown. 
And runs to gather May dew 

Before the world is down. 



AT THE SIGN OF THE LYRE, 

The ladies of St James's I 

They are so fine and fair, 
You'd think a box of essences 

Was broken in the air : 
But Phyllida, my Phyllida ! 

The breath of heath and fiirze, 
When breezes blow at morning, 

Is not so fresh as hers. 

The ladies of St James's ! 

They're punted to the eyes ; 
Their white it stays for ever. 

Their red it never dies : 
But Phyllida, my Phyllida I 

Her colour comes and goes ; 
It trembles to a lily,— 

It wavers to a rose. 



The ladies of St. James's ! 

You scarce can understand 
The half of all their speeches, 

Their phrases are so grand : 
But Phyllida, my Phyllida I 

Her shy and simple words 
Are clear as after rain-drops 

The music of the birds. 
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The ladies of St James's I 

They have their fits and freaks ; 
They smile on you— for seconds, 

They frown on you — for weeks : 
But Phyllida, my Phyllida ! 

Come either storm or shine, 
From Shrove-tide unto Shrove-tide, 

Is always true*— and mine. 

My PhyUida I my Phyllida I 

I care not though they heap 
The hearts of all St. James's, 

And give me all to keep ; 
I care not whose the beauties 

Of all the world may be, 
For PhyUida— for Phyllida 

Is all the world to me I 
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THE OLD SEDAN CHAIR. 

** Whait not eUtiro^d by Tim/s dtvouring Hand t 
IVJur^t Trviy, mndwker^s the May-Pole in tJu Strand t" 

Bramstok's "Art op PoLiricks." 

IT stands in the stable-yard, under the eaves, 
Propped up by a broom-stick and covered with leaves : 
It once was the pride of the gay and the &ir. 
But now 'tis a ruin,— that old Sedan chair I 

It is battered and tattered, — it little avails 
That once it was lacquered, and glistened with nails ; 
For its leather is cracked into lozenge and square, 
Like a canvas by Wilkie, — that old Sedan chair I 

See,— here came the bearing-straps ; here were the holes 
For the poles of the bearers — ^when once there were 

poles; 
It was cushioned with silk, it was wadded with hair, 
As the birds have discovered, — that old Sedan chair ! 

" Where's Troy ? " says the poet I Look,— under the 

seat. 
Is a nest with four eggs, — *tis the favoured retreat 
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Of the Muscovy hen, who has hatched, I dare swear. 
Quite an army of chicks in that old Sedan chair 1 

And yet — Can't you fancy a &ce in the firame 
Of the window, — some high-headed damsel or dame, 
6e-patched and be-powdered, just set by the stair. 
While they raise up the lid of that old Sedan chair ? 

Can't you fency Sir Plume, as beside her he stands, 
With his ruffles a-droop on his delicate hands. 
With his cinnamon coat, with his laced solitaire. 
As he lifts her out light from that old Sedan chair ? 

Then it swings away slowly. Ah, many a league 
It has trotted 'twixt sturdy-legged Terence and Teague ; 
Stout fellows I — ^but prone, on a question of fare. 
To brandish the poles of that old Sedan chair I 

It has waited by portals where Garrick has played ; 
It has waited by Heidegger's " Grand Masquerade ; '* 
For my Lady Codille, for my Lady Bellalr, 
It has waited— and waited, that old Sedan chair I 

Oh, the scandals it knows ! Oh, the tales it could tell 
Of Drum and Ridotto^ of Rake and of Belle, — 
Of Cock-fight and Levee, and (scarcely more rare !) 
Of FSte-days at Tyburn, that old Sedan chair I 
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" Heul quantum muicUa^^ I say as I go. 
It deserves better fieUe than a stable-yard, though ! 
We must furbish it up, and dispatch it, — ** With Care,**- 
To a Fine- Art Museum — that old Sedan chair I 
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TO AN INTRUSIVE BUTTERFLY. 

" Kill not—for Pitys sake—and lest ye sU^ 
The meanest thing upon its upward way," 

FiVB RULBS OF BuiffiHA. 

I WATCH you through the garden walks, 
I watch you float between 
The avenues of dahlia stalks. 
And flicker on the green ; 
You hover round the garden seat. 

You mount, you waver. Why, — 
Why storm us in our still retreat, 
O saffron Butterfly I 



Across the room in loops of flight 

I watch you wayward go ; 
Dance down a shaft of glancing light, 

Review my books a-row ; 
Before the bust you flaunt and flit 

Of " blind Maeonides "— 
Ah, trifler, on his lips there lit 

Not butterflies, but bees I 
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You pause, you poise, you circle up 

Among my old Japan ; 
You find a comrade on a cup, 

A friend upon a fan ; 
You wind anon, a breathing-while. 

Around Amanda's brow ; — 
Dost dream her then, O Volatile I 

E'en such an one as thou ? 



Away I Her thoughts are not as thine. 

A sterner purpose fills 
Her steadfast soul with deep design 

Of baby bows and frills ; 
What care hath she for worlds without, 

\Miat heed for yellow sun. 
Whose endless hopes revolve about 

A planet, atat One ! 

Away 1 Tempt not the best of wives ; 

Let not thy garish wing 
Come fluttering our Autumn lives 

With truant dreams of Spring ! 
Away I Re-seek thy ** Flowery Land ; 

Be Buddha's law obeyed ; 
Lest Betty's undisceming hand 

Should slay ... a future Praed ! 



I* 
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THE CURB'S PROGRESS. 

MONSIEUR the Cui^ down the street 
Comes with his kind old £eice, — 
With his coat worn bare, and his straggling hair, 
And his green umbrella-case. 

You may see him pass by the little " Grande Place!' 

And the tiny " Hdtel-de' VOW' ; 
He smiles as he goes, to \ih&fleuriste Rose, 

And ^UtA pompier Th^phile. 

He turns, as a rule, through the "Marc^** cool. 

Where the noisy fish-wives call ; 
And his compliment pays to the " Mli Thirhe! 

As she knits in her dusky stall. 

There's a letter to drop at the locksmith's shop. 

And Toto, the locksmith's niece. 
Has jubilant hopes, for the Cur^ gropes 

In his tails for s^pain d* Spice. 

There's a little dispute with a merchant of fruit. 
Who is said to be heterodox. 



12 AT THE SIGN OP THE LYRE, 

That will ended be with a " Mafoi^ oml " 
And a pinch from the Curb's box. 

There is also a word that no one heard 

To the furrier's daughter Lou. ; 
And a pale cheek fed with a flickering red. 

And a ''Bon Dieu garde HTsieul** 

But a grander way for the Sous-Prifet^ 
And a bow for Ma'am'selle Anne ; 

And a mock " off-hat " to the Notary's cat. 
And a nod to the Sacristan :^ 

For ever through life the Cur^ goes 
With a smile on his kind old face — 

With his coat worn bare, and his straggling hair. 
And his green umbrella-case. 
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THE MASQUE OF THE MONTHS 
(for a f&esco.) 

FIRSTLY thou, churl son of Janus, 
Rough for cold, in drugget dad, 
Com'st with rack and rheum to pain us ; — 
Firstly thou, churl son of Janus. 
Cavemed now is old Sylvanus ; 
Numb and chill are maid and lad. 

After thee thy dripping brother. 
Dank his weeds around him cling ; 

Fogs his footsteps swathe and smother,— 

After thee thy dripping brother. 

Hearth-set couples hush each other. 
Listening for the cry of Spring. 

Hark I for March thereto doth follow. 

Blithe, — a herald tabarded ; 
O'er him flies the shifting swallow, — 
Hark I for March thereto doth follow. 
Swift his horn, by holt and hollow. 

Wakes the flowers in winter dead. 



( 
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Thon then, April, Iris' daughter. 
Bom between the storm and sun ; 

Coy as nymph ere Pan hath caught her,- 

Thou then, April, Iris' daughter. 

Now are light, and rustling water ; 
Now are mirth, and nests begun. 

May the jocund cometh after. 
Month of all the Loves (and mine) ; 

Month of mock and cuckoo-laughter,^ 

May the jocund cometh after. 

Beaks are gay on roof and rafter ; 
Luckless lovers peak and pine. 

June the next, with roses scented, 
Languid from a slumber-spell ; 

June in shade of leafage tented ; — 

June the next, with roses scented. 

Now her It]rs, still lamented. 
Sings the moumftd PhilomeL 

Hot July thereafter rages, 
Dog-star smitten, wild with heat ; 

Fierce as pard the hunter cages, — 

Hot July thereafter rages. 

Traffic now no more engages ; 
Tongues are still in stall and street. 
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Augost next, with dder mellow, 

Laughs from oat the poppied com ; 
Hook at back, a lusty fellow, — 
August next, with cider mellow. 
Now in wains the sheaHnge yellow 

Twixt the hedges slow is borne. 

Laden deep with frnity duster. 

Then September, ripe and hale ; 
Bees about his basket fluster, — 
Laden deep with fruity duster. 
Skies have now a softer lustre ; 

Bams resound to flap of flail. 

Thou then, too, of woodlands lover. 

Dusk October, berry-stained ; 
Wailed about of parting plover,— 
Thou then, too, of woodlands lover. 
Fading now are copse and cover ; 

Forests now are sere and waned. 

Next November, limping, battered. 

Blinded in a whirl of leaf ; 
Worn of want and travd-tattered, — 
Next November, limping, battered. 
Now the goodly ships are shattered. 

Far at sea, on rock and reef. 



] 



b6 at the sign of THE LYME, 



Last of all the shnink December 
Cowled for age, in ashen gray ; 
Fading like a fiiding ember, — 
Last of all the shnmk December. 
Him regarding, men remember 
'i Life and joy mnst pass away. 



t 







TWO SERMONS, sy 



TWO SERMONS. 

BETWEEN the nul of woven brass, 
That hides the " Strangers' Pew, 
I hear the grey-haired vicar pass 
From Section One to Two. 



I) 



And somewhere on my left I 
Whene'er I chance to look — 

A soft-eyed, girl St Cecily, 
Who notes them — ^in a book. 



Ah, worthy Goodman, — sound divine 1 

Shall I your wrath incur. 
If I admit these thoughts of mine 

Will sometimes stray — to her ? 



I know your theme, and I revere ; 

I hear your precepts tried ; 
Must I confess I also hear 

A sermon at my side ? 

c 
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Or how explain this need I feel, — 
This impulse promptiiig me 

Within my secret self to kneel 
To Faith,— to Purity 1 



> 
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"AU REVOIR." 

A Dramatic Vignette. 

Scene. — The Fountain in the Garden of the Luxtmbimrg^ 
It is surrounded by Promenaders, 

Monsieur Jolic(sur. A Lady (unknown), 

M. JOLICOSUR. 

"T^IS she, no doubt. Bmnette,— and tall : 

•^ A charming figurei above all ! 
This promises. — ^Ahem ! 

The Lady. 

Monsieur ? 
Ah ! it is three. Then Monsieur's name 
IsJOLIC(SUR? . . . 

M. JOLICOSUR. 

Madame, the same. 

The Lady. 
And Monsieur's goodness has to say ? . . . 
Your note? . . . 
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M. JOLICCEUR. 

Your note. 

The Lady. 

Forgive me. — Nay. 
(Reads) 
** If Madame [I omit] ttnll be 
Beside the Fountain-rail at Three^ 
Then Madame-— possibly — may hear 
News of her Spaniel. Jolicceur." 
Monsieur denies his note ? 

M. JOLICCEUR. 

I do. 
Now let me read the one from you. 
* * If Monsieur Jolicceur will be 
Beside the Fountain-rail at Three, 
Then Monsieur— possibly — may meet 
An old Acquaintance, * INDISCRBB T, ' ** 

The Lady (scandalized). 

Ah, what a folly I *Tis not true. 
I never met Monsieur. And you ? 

M. JOLIC(EUR (with gallantry). 

Have lived in vain till now. But see r 
We are observed. 




**AU revoir:* ti 



The Lady {looking round), 

I comprehend • . . 
{After a pause.') 
Monsieur, malicious brains combine 
For your discomfiture, and mine. 
Let us defeat that ill design. 
If Monsieur but . . . {hesUcUing^ 

M. JoLiccEUR {bowing). 
Rely on me. 

The Lady {still hesitating. 
Monsieur, I know, will understand . . • 

M. JOLICCEUR. 

'Madame, I wait but your command. 

The Lady. 

You are too good. Then condescend 
At once to be a new-found Friend I 

M. JOLICOSUE {entering upon the part fi>rthwitK), 

How? I am charmed,— -enchanted. Ah I 
What ages since we met ... at Spa f 

The Lady {a little disconcerted). 

At Ems, I think. Monsieur, maybe, 
Will recollect the Orangery ? 
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M. JOLIC(EUR. 

At Ems, of course. But Madame's face 
Might make one well forget a place. 

The Lady. 

It seems so. Still, Monsieur recalls 
The Kurhaus, and the concert-balls ? 

M. JOLIC(EUIU 

Assuredly. Though there again 
'Tis Madame's image I retain. 

The Lady. 

Monsieur is skilled in . . . repartee. 
(How do they take it ? — Can you see ?) 

M. JOUCGBUR. 

Nay, — Madame furnishes the wit. 
(They don't know what to make of it I) 

The Lady. 

And Monsieur's friend who sometimes came ? . « 
That clever ... I forget the name. 

M. JOLICCEUR. 

The Baron ? ... It escapes me, too. 
'Twas doubtless he that Madame knew ? 



) 
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Thb Lady {prehly\ 

Precisely. But, my carriage waits. 
Monsieur will see me to the gates ? 

M. JOLiccsuR {offering his arm). 

I shall be charmed. (Your stratagem 
Bids fair, I think, to conquer them.) 

{Aside) 
(Who is she ? I must find that out) 
— ^And Madame's husband thrives, no doubt ? 

The Lady {off her guard). 
Monsieur de Beau — ? . . He died at D^e! 

M. JOLIC(EUR. 

Truly. How sad ! 

{Aside) 
(Yet, on the whole. 
How fortunate ! BEAn-/r/?— Beau-^dkw ? 
Which can it be ? Ah, there they go I) 
— Madame, your enemies retreat 
With all the honours of . . . defeat 

The Lady. 

Thanks to Monsieur. Monsieur has shown 
A skill Pr^vills would not disown. 
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M. JOUCCZUR. 

Toa flatter me. We need no skill 
To act so nearij wbat we wilL 
Naj, — what may come to pass, if Fate 
And Madame bid me cultivate • • • 

The Ladt [fmticipaimg\ 

Alas! — no fiuther than the gate. 
Moosieiir, besides, is too polite 
To profit by a jest so slight. 

M. JOUCCEUR. 

Distinctly. Still, I did but glance 
At posBibilities . . . of Chance. 

The Ladt. 

Which must not serve Monsienr, I fear. 
Beyond the little grating here. 

M. JoLICCEUR [aside), 

(She*8 perfect. One may push too far. 
PianOf sane.) 

[.They reach the gates,) 
Here we are. 
Permit me, then . . . 

[Placing her in the carriage.) 
And Madame goes ? . . . 
coachman ? . . . Can I ? . . . 
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Thb Lady {smiling. 

Thanks ! he knows. 
Thanks! Thanks! 

M. JOLICCEUR {insidumsly). 

And shall we not renew 
Our • . . "^x^ acquaintanceship?" 

Thb Lady {still smiling. 

Adieu! 
My thanks instead 1 

M. JOLICCEUR {with paihos). 

It is too hard I 
{Laying his hand on the grating.) 
To find one's Paradise is barred ! 1 

The Lady. 

Nay. — " Virtue is her own Reward ! " 

\Exit. 

M. JOLICCEUR {solus), 
BEAU-0(I» ?— BEAU-J^a/Aw ? — BEAU-»WIWf>?— 

But that's a detail ! 

( Waving his hand after the carriage, ) 

Au Revoir ! 
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THE CARVER AND THE CALIPH. 

( J/fJ^^ ^y <^^ ^^^"y i^ *^ East 
yy^ Because'tis EasUmt Not thi liost. 
We place it there because we fear 
To hring its parable too tuar. 
And seem to touch with impious hand 
Our dear, confiding native land, ) 

Haroun Alraschid, in the days 
He went about his vagrant ways, 
And prowled at eve for good or bad 
In lanes and alle3rs of Bagdad, 
Once found, at edge of the bazaar. 
E'en where the poorest workers are, 
A Carver. 



Fair his work and fine 
With mysteries of inlaced design. 
And shapes of shut significance 
To aught but an anointed glance, — 
The dreams and visions that grow plain 
In darkened chambers of the brain. 
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And all day busily he wrought 

From dawn to eve, but no one bought ; — 

Save when some Jew with look askant, 

Or keen>eyed Greek from the Levant, 

Would pause awhile, — depreciate, — 

Then buy a month's work by the weight, 

Bearing it swiftly over seas 

To garnish rich men's treasuries. 

And now for long none bought at all. 

So lay he sullen in his stall. 

Him thus withdrawn the Caliph found. 

And smote his staff upon the ground— 

*' Ho, there, within 1 Hast wares to sell ? 

Or slumber'st, having dined too well ? " 

" * Dined,' " quoth the man, with sullen eyes, 

" How should I dine when no one buys?" 

** Nay," said the other, answering low, — 

*' Nay, I but jested. Is it so ? 

Take then this coin, . . but take beside 

A counsel, friend, thou hast not tried. 

This craft of thine, the mart to suit. 

Is too refined, — ^remote, — ^minute ; 

These small conceptions can but fail ; 

'Twere best to work on larger scale, 

And rather choose such themes as weai 

More of the earth and less of air, 
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The fidianan tbat haab bis net, — 
The Me f t h a u i to ia the mrkct set, — 
The ooorien p ort ing io the rtxeet, — 
The fOHip* as tbcy pas aad greet, — 
Thew— theK aie dear to all men's c^res, 
Therefixe widi these they qrmpadnze. 
Farther (ne^^ not this advice !) 
Be sore to ask dnee times the price." 

The Canrer sadlj diook his head ; 
He kaew 'twas troth the Caliph said. 
From that day forth his work was planned 
So that the world m^fat midcrstand. 
He carved it deeper, axvl more plain ; 
He carved it duioe as large again ; 
He sdd it, too, for thrice the cost ; 
—Ah, bot the Artist that was lort ! 
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TO AN UNKNOWN BUST IN THE BRITISH 

MUSEUM. 



«< 



Sirtmtms m ttonet,* 



WHO were yoa once ? Could we bat guess, 
We might perchance more boldly 
Define the patient weariness 

That sets your lips so coldly ; 
You " lived," we know, for blame and £une ; 

But sure, to friend or foeman. 
You bore some more distinctive name 
Than mere " B. C.,"— and " Roman " ? 



Your pedestal should help us much. 

Thereon your acts, your title, 
(Secure from cold Oblivion's touch !) 

Had doubtless due recital ; 
Vain hope ! — ^not even deeds can last ! 

That stone, of which you*re minus. 
Maybe with all your virtues past 

Endows . . a Tigbllinus I 
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We seek it not ; we should not find. 

But still, it needs no magic 
To tell you wore, like most mankind, 

Your comic mask and tragic ; 
And held that things were fJEdse and true. 

Felt angry or foi^ving, 
As step by step you stumbled through 

This life-long task • . of living 1 

You tried the euUde-sac of Thought ; 

The montagne Russe of Pleasure ; 
You found the best Ambition brought 

Was strangely short of measure ; 
You watched, at last, the fleet days fly. 

Till— drowsier and colder — 
You felt Mbrcurius loitering by 

To touch you on the shoulder. 

'Twas then (why not ?) the whim would come 

That howso Time should garble 
Those deeds of yours when you were dumb. 

At least you'd live — ^in Marble ; 
You smiled to think that after days. 

At least, in Bust or Statue, 
(We all have sick>bed dreams !) would gaze. 

Not quite incurious, at you. 
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We gaze ; we pity you, be sure ! 

In truth, Death's worst inaction 
Must be less tedious to endure 

Than nameless petrifaction ; 
Far better, in some nook unknown. 

To sleep for once — and soundly. 
Than still survive in wistful stone, 

Forgotten more profoundly ! 
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MOLLY TREFUSIS. 

And iimitiMg mmmie r qfMtun ; 
MydmrmtkM^lfy Tr^/uHMt" 

SO lie wrote, the old bard of an " old magarine ; ** 
As a study it not without use is. 
If we wooder a moment who she may have been* 
This sttoe ''Httle MoUy Trefusts 1 " 

She was Cornish. We know that at once by the ^'Tre; 

Then of gaeadng it scarce an abuse is 
If we lay that where Bude bellows back to the sea 

Was the birthfdace (^ Molly Trefiisis. 

And she lived in the era of patches and bows, 

Not knowing what rouge or ceruse is ; 
For they needed (I trust) but her natural rose. 

The lilies of Molly Trefusis. 

And I somehow connect her (I frankly admit 

That the evidence hard to produce is) 
With Bath in its hey-day of Fashion and Wit,— 

This dangerous Molly Trefusis. 
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I fancy her, radiant in ribbon and knot, 
(How charming that old-fashioned pnce is !) 

All blooming in laces, fid>lals and what not, 
At the Pump Room,— Miss Molly Trefiisis. 

I fimcy her reigning, — a Beanty, — a Toast, 

Where Bladud's medicinal erase is ; 
And we know that at least of one Bard it could boast, — 

The Court of Queen Molly Trefusis. 

He says she was " Venus.'* I doubt it Beside, 

(Your rh3rmer so hopelessly loose is !) 
His " little ** could scarce be to Venus applied, 

If fitly to Molly Trefusis. 

No, no. It was Hbbs he had in his mind ; 

And fresh as the handmaid of Zeus is. 
And rosy, and rounded, and dimpled, — ^you'll find, — 

Was certainly Molly Trefusis I 

Then he calls her " a MusR." To the chaige I reply 

That we all of us know what a Muse is ; 
It is something too awful, — too acid, — too dry, — 

For sunny-eyed Molly Trefusis. 

But ' ' a Grace. " There I grant he was probably right ; 
(The rest but a verse-making ruse is) 

D 
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It was all that was gracefoly — ^intangible, — light. 
The beauty of Molly Trefusis \ 

Was she wooed ? Who can hesitate much about that 

Assuredly more than obtuse is ; 
For how could the poet have written so pat 
My dear UtUe MoUy Trefusis \ ** 



c< 



And was wed ? That I think we most phdnly infer. 

Since of suitors the common excuse is 
To take to them Wives. So it happened to her. 

Of course,—" little MoUy Trefusis ! " 

To the Bard ? 'Tis unlikely. Apollo, you see, 

In practical matters a goose is ; — 
Twas a knight of the shire, and a hunting J. P., 

Who carried off Molly Trefusis I 

And you'll find, I conclude, in the '* GenthmatCs Mag,y^ 
At the end, where the pick of the news is, 

* * On the (blank), at * the Bath,' to Sir Hilary Brag, 
With a fortune. Miss Molly Trefusis." 

Thereupon . . But no farther the student may pry : 

Love's temple is dark as Eleusis ; 
So here, at the threshold, we part, you and I, 

From " dear little Molly Trefusis." 
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AT THE CONVENT GATE. 

WISTARIA blossoms trail and fall 
Above the length of barrier wall ; 
And softly, now and then, 
The shy, staid-breasted doves will flit 
From roof to gateway-top, and sit 
And watch the ways of men. 



The gate's ajar. If one might peep 1 
Ah, what a haunt of rest and sleep 

The shadowy garden seems ! 
And note how dimly to and fro 
The grave, gray-hooded Sisters go. 

Like figures seen in dreams. 



Look, there is one that tells her beads ; 
And yonder one apart that reads 

A tiny missal*s page ; 
And see, beside the well, the two 
That, kneeling, strive to lure anew 

The magpie to its cage ! 
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Not beautiful— not all 1 But each 
With that mild grace, outljring speech. 

Which comes of even mood ; — 
The Veil unseen that women wear 
V^th heart-whole thought, and quiet care, 

And hope of higher good. 

**^A placid life — a peaceful life ! 
What need to these the name of Wi£e ? 

What gentler task (I said) — 
What worthier—- e*en your arts among — 
Than tend the sick, and teach the youngs 

And give the hungry bread ? " 

" No worthier task 1 " re-echoes She^ 
Who (closelier clinging) turns with me 

To face the road again : 
— And yet, in that warm heart of hers, 
She means the doves', for she prefers 

To " watch the ways of men." 
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THE MILKMAID. 

A NEW SONG TO AN OLD TUNE. 

ACROSS the grass I see her pass ; 
She comes with tripping pace, — 
A maid I know, — and March winds blow 
Her hair across her face ; — 
With a hey, Dolly I ho, Dolly 1 

Dolly shall be mine, 
Before the spray is white with May, 
Or blooms the eglantine. 

The March winds blow. I watch her go : 

Her eye is brown and clear ; 
Her cheek is brown, and soft as down, 
(To those who see it near 1) — 
With a hey, Dolly 1 ho, DoUy 1 

Dolly shall be mine. 
Before the spray is white with May, 
Or blooms the eglantine. 

What has she not that those have got, — 
The dames that walk in silk ! 
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Her neck It white as milk. 
WUhtkhef^DdOyl hOyDoUy! 

DoUjr duill be mine^ 
Befon die tpmy is white with Bfay, 

Or M««MM tfie efflu^ine. 

Let those who will be proud and ehiU I 

For fli^ fiom June to Jum^ 
My DoiDy't words are sweet es cords— 
Her kng^ is Hke a time ; — 
With a h^t DoUy 1 ho^ Doi:^ I 

DoPy shall be mine^ 
Befbie die spray is white with May» 
Or blooms the etfaatine. 

Break, break to hear, O crocns-spear t 

O tall Lent-lilies flame ! 
There'll be a bride at Easter-tide, 
And Dolly is her name. 
With a hey, Dolly ! ho, Dolly ! 

Dolly shall be mine, 
Before the spray is white with May, 
Or blooms the eglantine* 
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AN OLD- FISH POND. 

GREEN growtht of monei drop and bead 
AroaDd tbe gnnite brink ; 
And 'twill the iilei of witei-vwd 
The wood-Urdi dip *nd drink. 

Slow efb aboat the edg«a deep ( 

Swift-duting vrater-fliet 
Shoot on the snr&ce ; down the deep 

Fast-following bubbles rise. 

Look down. What groves that scarcely iwaj I 
'What " wood obscnre," profound I 

What jangle 1 — where some beast of pref 
Mi^t choose his Tantaee-ground I 

Who knows what Inrks beneath the tide ^- 

Who knows what tale ? Belike, 
Hiose " antics nst " and shadows hide 

Some patriarchal Pike ; — 

Some tough old (front, wrinkle-jawed. 
To whom the sky, the earth. 
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Bavt bttt for «la to loolc on «wed 
And MO him wmx in giiA ;— 

Hard rulflr Uwie bj fif^ oladfl^i 

An afdoM Antocrat^ 
WkoM ^ good old nilo ** is <« AppetttiS, 

And latiiects freili and fot I "— 

White theyw-^toor aoak l-4n wan dopair 

StiU watdi for signs in him ; 
And dyings hand from hoir to heir 

The daj undawned and dim, . 

When the pond's terror too most go ; 

Or creqping in by stealth. 
Some bolder brood, with common blow, 

Shall foond a Commonwealth. 

Or say, — ^perchance the liker this ! — 
That these themselves are gone ; 

That Amurath in minimis, — 
Still hungry, — lingers on. 

With dwindling trunk and wolfish jaw 

Revolving sullen things, 
But most the blind unequal law 

That rules the food of Kings ; — 
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The blot tliat makes the cosmic All 

A mere time-honoured cheat ; — 
That bids the Great to eat the Small, 

Yet lack the Small to eat ! 

* • * * • 

Who knows ! Meanwhile the mosses bead 

Aronnd the granite brink ; 
And 'twixt the isles of water- weed 

The wood-birds dip and drink. 
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Dear is But Anna — oA / mere dear 
Than aU the maidens of Kashmeerl 

" Dear," came the answer, quick as thought, 
" Dear . . and yet always to be bought.'* 

So JamIl ceased. But still Life's page 
Shows diverse unto Youth and Age : 

And, — ^be the song of Ghouls or Gods, — 
Time, like the Sult^, sits . . and nods. 
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TO A MISSAL OF THE THIRTEENTH 

CENTURY. 

AL of the Gothic 
- MisssI with (he blazoned page, 
Whence, O MissaJ, hither come, 
From what dim sciiptoiium ? 

Whose the name Ihit wrought thee Ihus. 
Amhrose or Theophiius, 
Beodrng, IhTOogb the waning light, 
O'ci Iby veUum scraped and white ; 

Wecnng 'twixl thj rabiii; liaes 
Spnifi and lesTcs and qaaint designs { 
Setting round th; bonier scrolled 
Buds of porple and of gold ? 

Ah I — X wondering brotherhood. 
Doubtless, by that artist stood. 
Raising o'ei his carefhl ways 
Little choruses of praise ; 

Glad when his deft hand would paint 
Strife of Satbanas and Saint, 



^ 
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— — ■ *. ... I 

Or in secret coign entwist 
Jest of cloister humourist. 

Well the worker earned his wage 
Bending o'er the blazoned page I 
Tired the hand and tired the wit 
Ere the final Explicit I 

Not as ours the books of old — 
Things that steam can stamp and fold ; 
Not as ours the books of yore — 
Rows of type« and nothing more. 

Then a book was still a Book, 
Where a wistful man might look. 
Finding something through the whole. 
Beating — like a human souL 

In that growth of day by day, 
When to labour was to pray. 
Surely something vital passed 
To the patient page at last ; 

Something that one still perceives 
Vaguely present in the leaves ; 
Something from the worker lent ; 
Something mute — ^but eloquent I 
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A RSVOLUnONAEY RSUC 

OLD it ii> tad worn and httteradi 
AsIliftitfronUiettalli 
And the Icavct aie ft»jed and ttfttendt 
And Uift pcnlmk sides ti€ thuttftwdj 
» Pfoofid ind blackfloed bv a.btt]l« 

f 

Tis the tale of grief and gjUdnest 
Told hyiad St Pfene of yoie^ 
That in finont of Fiancees ^'['•^i^p— a 
Hangi a stiaqge seductive sadness, 
Grown pa t he tic eve n noi e. 

And a peffiune rocuid it luyvei% 
Whidh the pages half reveal, 
For a folded comer covers. 
Interlaced, two names of loveis, — 
A "Savignac" and "LucUe. 

As I read I marvel whether. 

In some pleasant old chftteau. 
Once they read this book together, 
In the scented summer weather. 
With the shining Loire below ? 
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Nodked— secluded from espial, 

Did Love slip and snare them so, 
While the hours danced round the dial 
To the sound of flute and viol, 

In that pleasant old chiteau? 

Did it happen that no single 

Word of mouth could either speak ? 
Did the brown and gold hair mingle. 
Did the shamed skin thrill and tingle 
To the shock of cheek and cheek ? 

Did they feel with that first flushing 

Some new sudden power to feel, 
Some new inner spring set gushing 
At the names together rushing 

Of " Savignac " and " LucUe " ? 

Did h6 drop on knee before her — 
**Son Amour^ son Cctur, sa Reku^^ — 

In his high-flown way adore her, 

Urgent, eloquent implore her, 
Plead his pleasure and his pain ? 

Did she turn with sight swift-dimming. 

And the quivering lip we know. 
With the full, slow eyelid brimming, 
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With the languorous pupil swimming, 
Like the love of Mirabeau? 

Stretch her hand from cloudy frilling, 

For his eager lips to press ; 
In a flash all fate fulfilling 
Did he catch her, trembling, thrilling — 

Crushing life to one caress ? 

Did they sit in that dim sweetness 

Of attained love's after-calm. 
Marking not the world — ^its meetness, 
Marking Time not, nor his fleetness. 
Only happy, palm to palm ? 

Till at last she, — sunlight smiting 

Red on wrist and cheek and hair, — 
Sought the page where love first lighting, 
Fixed their fate, and, in this writing, 
Fixed the record of it there. 



Did they marry midst the smother, 

Shame and slaughter of it all ? 
Did she wander like that other 
Woful, wistful, wife and mother. 
Round and round his prison wall ;'- 
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Wander wailing, as the plover 

Waileth, wheeleth, desolate, 
Heedless of the hawk above her. 
While as yet the rushes cover, 

Waning fast, her wounded mate ;— 

Wander, till his love's eyes met hers. 

Fixed and wide in their despair ? 
Did he burst his prison fetters. 
Did he write sweet, yearning letters, 

** A Lucile, — en Angleterre^^f 

Letters where the reader, reading. 
Halts him with a sudden stop. 

For he feels a man's heart bleeding, 

Draining out its pain's exceeding- 
Half a life, at every drop : 

Letters where Love's iteration 

Seems to warble and to rave ; 
Letters where the pent sensation 
Leaps to lyric exultation. 

Like a song-bird from a grave. 

Where, through Passion's wild repeating, 

Peep the Pagan and the Gaul, 
Politics and love competing, 

E 
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Abclord and Cito greeting, 
Roosaeau ramping over all. 

Yet your critic's right — you waive i^ 

Whirled along the fever-flood ; 

And its touch r truth shall save it. 

And its tender rain shall lave it. 

For at IcBst you read Amavit, 

Written there m tears of blood. 

Did they hunt him lo his hiding. 

Tracking traces in the anow ? 

Did they tempi him out, confiding. 

Shoot him ruthless down, deriding. 

By the ruined old chSieau ? 

LeA to lie, with ihin lips resting 
Frozen to a smile of icom, 

Juit the Litter Ihoinjht's sujjgesling, 

At thit excdlcnl new jeitiiig 
Of tlie nbble Devil-boni. 

Till Hme "tiget-moDlcey," finding 
TbcM few woidi llie coT«n \it»x. 
Some iwift nub of pity blinding. 
Sent them in the ihot-pierced binding 
"A LutiU, i» AngUlerre." 
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Fancies only ! Nought the covers, 

Nothmg more the leaves reveal, 
Yet I love it for its lovers. 
For the dream that round it hovers 

Of " Savignac " and "LucUe." 
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A MADRIGAL. 



t 
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TDEFORE me careless lying. 

-■-^ Young Love his ware comes crying ; 

Full soon the elf untreasures 

His pack of pains and pleasures, — 

With roguish eye 

He bids me buy 
From out his pack of treasures. 

His wallet's stuffed with blisses, 
With true-loye-knots and kisses. 
With rings and rosy fetters, 
And sugared vows and letters ;— 

He holds them out 

With boyish flout, 
And bids me try the fetters. 

Nay, Child (I cry), I know them ; 
Tliere's little need to show them ! 
Too well for new believing 
I know their past deceiving, — 

I am too old 

(I say), and cold. 
To-day, for new believing ! 



/ 
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But still the wanton presses, 
With honey-sweet caresses, 
And still, to my undoing, 
He wins me, with his wooing, 

To buy his ware 

With all its care^ 
Its sorrow and undoing. 



54 
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A SONG TO THE LUTE. 

(TO E. O.) 

WHEN first I came to Court, 
Fala! 
When first I came to Court, 
I deemed Dan Cupid but a boy. 
And Love an idle sport, 
A sport whereat a man might toy 
With little hurt and mickle joy — 
When first I came to Court ! 



I 



.1 



Too soon I found my fault, 

Fala! 
Too soon I found my fault ; 
The fairest of the fair brigade 
Advanced to mine assault. 
Alas ! against an adverse maid 
Nor fosse can serve nor palisade — 
Too soon I found my fault ! 






When Silvia's eyes assail, 

Fa la I 
When Silvia's eyes assail, 
No feint the arts of war can show, 
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No counterstroke avail ; 
Naught skills but amis away to throw, 
And kneel before that lovely foe, 
When Silvia's eyes assail ! 

Yet is all truce in vain, 

Falal 
Yet is all truce in vain. 
Since she that spares doth still pursue 
To vanquish once again ; 
And naught remains for man to do 
But fight once more, to yield anew. 
And so all truce is vain ! 



I 
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' Bloom Ibe hjocinlh and rose 
Here liesiiie ihe modest stock 
Flaunt! the Saiing boltyhock ; 
Hue, wilhout a pmng, one sees 
Kanlu, cooditions, ood degrees. 

All Ibe seasons ran their race 
Id Ihis quiet resting place ; 
Peach, and apricot, and fig 
Here will ripen, and grow big ; 
Here is store and overplus, — 
More bad not AJdnoiis I 

Here, in alleys cool and green, 

Far ahead the thrush is seen ; 

Here along the Kwthera wall 

Keeps the be« bit festival ; 

All is quiet else — alar 

Sonndi of toil and turmoil are. 

Hcte be shadovs large and long j 
Reie bt spaces meet for song ; 
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Grant, O garden-god, that I, 
Now that none profane is nigh, — 
Now that mood and moment please, 
Find the fair Pierides 1 
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A CHAPTER OF FROISSART. 

(GEASOrAPA LOQUITUK.) 

[ '\/'0U don'l know Frglssatl now, young folks. 
^ This age, I think, prefers recitals 
Of high-spiced crime, with "slang" for jokes, 
And sLartliiig lilies ; 

But, in roy time, when still some few 

Loved " old Montaigne," snd praiseii Pope's Hoiii 
(Nay, thought lo slyle Tiim " poet " too. 
Were sc 



Sii J<dm wu lesi ignored. Indeed, 

I can re-call how Some-one present 
(Who (poilf her grandton, Frank I) would read. 
And End him pleasant ; 

For, — by this copy, — hangs a Tale, 

Long sinc^ in on old bouse in Snirey, 
Where men knew more of '\ monung ale " 
Than "Lindley Murray," 



> 
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In a dim-lighted, whip-hung hall, 

'Neath Hogarth's "Midnight Conversation,'' 
It stood ; and oft 'twixt spring and fkll, 
With fond elation, 

I turned the brown old leaves. For there 
All through one hopeful happy summer. 
At such a page (I well knew where), 

Some secret comer. 

Whom I can picture, Trix, like you 

(Though scarcely such a colt unbroken). 
Would sometimes place for private view 
A certain token ; — 

A rose-leaf meaning " Garden Wall," 
An ivy-leaf for " Orchard comer," 
A thorn to say " Don't come at all,"— 
Unwelcome wamer ! — 

Not that, in truth, our friends gainsaid ; 

But then Romance required dissembling, 
(Ann Radclifie taught us that !) which bred 
Some genuine trembling ; — 

Though, as a rule, all used to end 

In such kind confidential parley 

As may to you kind Fortune send, 

You long-l^;ged Charlie, 
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When fanr time Comes. How years slip on 1 

We had ocu crosses like our betters ; 
Fate sometimes looked askance upon 
Those floral letters ; 

And once, for three long ilays disdained, 

The dost upon the folio settled ; 
For some-one, in the right, was pained, 
And some-one nettled, 

TbU sure was in the wrong, but spake 

Of filed intent and purpose stony 
To serve King GeotE:e, enlist and make 

Minced-meat of "Bon^," 

Who yet survived — ten years at least. 

And so, when she I mean came hither. 
One day that need for letters ceased. 

She brought this with her I 

Here is the leaf-itdned Chapter : — Hca 

Tkt En^ish King laid Sitgi to Caiait ; 
I think Gran, knows it even now, — 
Go ask her, Alice. 
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TO THE MAMMOTH-TORTOISE 

OF THE MASCARENE ISLANDS. 

" Tnque^ Testttdo^ resomare wi^tem 
CalUdanervur 

HoR. ill. II. 

MONSTER Chelonian, you suggest 
To some, no doubt, the calm, — 
The torpid ease of islets drest 
In fan-like fern and palm ; 

To some your cumbrous ways, perchance, 

Darwmian dreams recall ; 
And some your Rip-van-Winkle glance. 

And ancient youth appal ; 

So widely varied views dispose : 

But not so mine, — for me 
Your vasty vault but simply shows 

A Lyre immense, per se, 

A Lyre to which the Muse might chant 

A truly " Orphic tale," 
Could she but find that public want 

A Bard — of equal scale I 
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Oh, for a Bard d( awful words, 

And longs serenely strong. 
To sweep from youi sonorous chords 

Niagaras of song, 

Tilt, (linned by thnl tremendous suain. 
The grovelling world aghast, 

Should leave ils paltry greed of gain, 
And mend its ways . . . tt hut I 
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A ROMAN " ROUND-ROBIN." 
("HIS friends" to quintus horatius flaccus.) 

** H(K deeUs rt/etita inosk^^laceiit:*^Ax& Pobtica. 

FLACCUS, you write us channing songs : 
No bard we know possesses 
In such perfection what belongs 
To brief and bright addresses ; 

No man can say that Life is short 

With mien so little fretiiil ; 
No man to Virtue's paths exhort 

In phrases less regretful ; 

Or touch, with more serene distress, 

On Fortune's ways erratic ; 
And then delightfully digress 

From Alp to Adriatic : 

All this is well, no doubt, and tends 
Barbarian minds to soften ; 

But, Horace-^we, we are your friends- 
Why tell us this so often ? 
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Whjr feiea to ^)tead a clioerU feast, 

Tbew bum loips (to mj ibe le 
OfStoica 
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Rtcomit, (ml mlcoait, joatptatatxi 

Sing Lfdi's Ijie and hair i 
Sing dnmu amd Bencjnttuan Satci ; 

Stag panlejr-WTealhs ; bat tpar^ — 

O, spare to sing, what none Aaxj, 
Thai thingB we love decay ; — 

That Time and Gold hnve wings to fljp f> 
That all must Fate obey ! 



Or bid us dine— Hsn this day weclt— 

And pout OS, if yon caii, 
As soft and sleek as girlish cheek, 

Yoor inmost Czcubao ;— 

Of that we fear not overplus ; 

Bpt yonr didactic ' tap ' — 
Forgive u I — grows 

Nunevalil Vtrium sap. 
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VERSES TO ORDER. 
(for a drawing by £. a. abbey.) 

How weary 'twas to wait ! The year 
Went dragging slowly on ; 
The red leaf to the running brook 
Dropped sadly, and was gone ; 
December came, and locked in ice 

The plashing of the mill ; 
The white snow filled the orchard up ; 
But she was waiting still. 

Spring stirred and broke. The rooks once more 

'Gan cawing in the loft ; 
The young lambs' new awakened cries 

Came trembling firom the croft ; 
The clumps of primrose filled again 

The hollows by the way ; 
The pale wind-flowers blew ; but she 

Grew paler still than they. 

How weary 'twas to wait I With June, 
Through all the drowsy street, 



m 

^^H Csoie distiuit murmurs of the wii, 
^^^ AU'J runiDurs of the fleet ; 

^^^^ Tlie gossips, frooi the market-stalb, 
^^^1 Ciicd Dews of Joe and Tim ; 

^^^1 Bui June shed all her leaves, and still 
^^^1 There came no news of hiia. 
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And then, at laist, al last, at last, 

One blessH August morn, 
Beneath the yetlawing autumn etnis. 

Pang-panging came the horn ; 
The swift coach paused a creaking -sp^ce. 
Then ilashed away, and passed ; 
she stood trembling yet, and dazed : 
he news had conie— at last I 



And thos the utist saw her stand, 

'While all around her seems 
As vague and shadowy as the shapes 

That Bit from ui in dreams ; 
And naught in all the world ii true. 

Save thoM few words which tell 
That he ibe lost is found again — 

Is found again — and well I 
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A LEGACY. 

AH, Postumus, we all must go : 
This keen North-Easter nips my shoulder ; 
My strength begins to fail ; I know 
Vim find me older ; 

IVe made my Will. Dear, faithful friend — 
My Muse's friend and not my purse's ! 

Who still would hear and still commend 
My tedious verses, 

How will you live— of these deprived? 

IVe learned your candid soul. The venal, — 
The sordid friend had scarce survived 

A test so penal ; 

But you — Nay, nay, *tis so. The rest 
Are not as you : you hide your merit ; 

You, more than all, deserve the best 
True friends inherit ;— 

Not gold — that hearts like yours despise ; 
Not "spacious dirt" (your own expression). 
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You catch my thought ? What 1 Cnn't you gi 
Yqh, you alone, admired my Cnnlos [ — 

I've left you, P., my whole MS., 
In three portmanteau e ! 
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"LITTLE BLUE-RIBBONS." 
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LITTLE Blue-Ribbons ! " We caU her that 
From the ribbons she wears in her favourite hat ; 
For may not a person be only five. 
And yet have the neatest of taste alive ?— 
As a matter of fact, this one has views 
Of the strictest sort as to frocks and shoes ; 
And we never object to a sash or bow. 
When "little Blue-Ribbons" prefers it so. 

"Little Blue-Ribbons" has eyes of blue, 

And an arch little mouth, when the teeth peep through ; 

And her primitive look is wise and grave. 

With a sense of die weight of the word ** behave ; " 

Though now and again she may condescend 

To a radiant smile for a private fnend ; 

But to smile for ever is weak, you know. 

And "little Blue-Ribbons" regards it so. 

She's a staid little woman ! And so as well 
Is her ladyship's doll, "Miss Bonnibelle ; " 
But I think what at present the most takes up 
The thoughts of her heart is her last new cup ; 




For ibc objeet thereon, — iw it nndcrslooj,— 

Is the " Robin Ihiit buried the ' Babes in the Wood " 

It is not in the leas*, like a Tobin, though. 

Hut "little Blue-Gibbons" declares it so, 

" little Blue-Ribbona" believes, I think, 

That the min comes down for the birds to drink ; 

Moreover, she holds, in a cab jou'd get 

To the spot where ihe suua of yesterday set j 

And I know that she fiilly eipects to meet 

With a lion or wolf in Regent Street I 

We msy smile, mid deny &s we like — But, no ; 

Foe "little Blue-Ribbooa" still dreams it so. 

Dear " little Blue-Ribbons I " She tells us all 
That she never intends lo be "great" and " tall" ; 

In her " oirn, own chair," if she grew one bit !) 
And, further, she says, she intends to stay 
In her "darling bom«" till she gets "quite gray; " 
Alas 1 we are gray ; and we doubt, you know. 
But "little Blue-Ribbont" will have it so 1 
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LINES TO A STUPID PICTURE. 

" — the tftusic of the ntoon 
Sleeps in the plain eggs o/the nig^ingale.*' 

Aylmbr's Fiblu. 

FIVE geese, — a landscape damp and wild,— 
A stunted, not too pretty, child, 
Beneath a battered gingham ; 
Such things, to say the least, require 
A Muse of more-than-average Fire 
To adequately sing *em. 

And yet — ^Why should they ? Souls of mark 
Have sprung from such ; — e'en Joan of Arc 

Had scarce a grander duty ; 
Not always ('tis a maxim trite) 
From righteous sources comes the right,— 

From beautiful the beauty. 

Who shall decide where seed is sown ? 
Maybe some priceless germ was blown 

To this unwholesome marish ; 
(And what must grow will still increase 
Though cackled round by half the geese 

And ganders in the parish.) 
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Maybe \h\i homely face may hide 
A Slael befaie whose maaaish pride 

Our Iniiler &ex may tremble ; 
Perchance (his audience aascrine 
May biss (O Suttering Muse of mine !} 

May hiss— a future KemUe I 

Or say the glcghatn shadows o'er 
An undeveloped Hannah More ! — 

A latent Mis. Trimmer 1 1 
Who shall affirra it? — who deny? — 
Since of the truth nor you nor I 

Discern the faintest glimmer? 

So then — Caps off, my Masters all ; 
Reserve your final ivQril,— recall 

Your all-too-hasCy strictures ; 
Csps off, I saj', for Wisdom sees 
Undtettmed-of possibihties 

In most uobopeAil pictures 
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A FAIRY TALE. 

*' On court, kilos t a^s la vtriti; 
Ah! croye»-moi, Ferreur a um mirUe^ 

VOLTAISB. 

CURLED in a maze of dolls and bricks, 
I find Miss Mary, atat six, 
Blonde, blue-eyed, frank, capricious. 
Absorbed in her first fairy book. 
From which she scarce can pause to look. 
Because it's " so delicious I " 

" Such marvels, too. A crystal Boat, 

In which they cross a magic Moat, 
That's smooth as glass to row on — 

A Cat that brings all kinds of things ; 

And see, the Queen has angel wings- 
Then Ogile comes " — and so on. 

What trash it is ! How sad to find 
(Dear Moralist !) the childish mind 

So active and so pliant, 
Rejecting themes in which you mix 
Fond truths and pleasing facts, to fix 

On tales of Dwarf and Giant ! 
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In tneresl pnidencc men should teich 
That cats meUifluous in speech 

Are painful con Iridic lions ; 
That science ranks as tnonstrous things 
TvjB pairs of upper limbs ; so wings — 

E'ca angels' wings 1 — are fictions ; 

That there's no gianl now but Steaia ; 
That life, although "an empty dream," 

Is scarce a "land of Fairy." 
"Of course I said alUMs?" Why, no ; 
I diJ a thing far wiser, though,— 

/ reail the tale ^vilh Mary, 



TO A CHILD. 



TO A CHILD. 
(FROM THE "garland of rachei.") 



How shall I sing you. Child, for whom 
So many lyres are stmng ; 
Or how Ihe only tone assume 
That fits a Maid so joung? 

What rocks there are on cither hand t 

Suppose— 'tis on the cards— 
You should grow up with quite a grand 

Platonic hate for bards 1 

How shall I Ihen be shamed, undone 

For ah t with what a scorn 
Vour eyes must greet thai luckless One 

Who rhymed you, newly bom, — 

Who o'er your "helpless cradle " bent 

His idle verse to lum ; 
And twanged his tiresome instrument 

Above your ui 
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Nay, — Id my words be so discreet, 
Thut, keeping Cliance in view, 

Wluttever after Tale you meet 
A piirt may sllll be tiue. 

Let others wish you mere good looks,— 

Your sex is always fiur ; 
Ot 10 be writ in Fortune's books, — 

She's rich who has to spare : 

I wish you but a heart that's kind, 
A bead that's sound and clear ; 

(Vet let the heart be not too blind, 
The head not too severe 1) 

A joy of life, a frank delight ; 

A not-too-lai^ desire ; 
And — if you fail to find a Knight — 

Al least . . a trusty Squire. 
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HOUSEHOLD ART. 

" A yr INE be a cot," for the hours of play, 

^^ Of the kind that is built by Miss Greenaway ; 
Where the walls are low, and the roofs are red. 
And the birds are gay in the blue overhead ; 
And the dear little figures, in frocks and frills, 
Go roaming about at their own sweet wills. 
And play with the pups, and reprove the calves. 
And do nought in the world (but Work) by halves, 
From " Hunt the Slipper '* and " Riddle-me-ree " 
To watching the cat in the apple-tree. 

O Art of the Household 1 Men may prate 

Of their ways " intense " and Italianate, — 

They may soar on their wings of sense, and float 

To the au delci and the dim remote,— 

Till the last sun sink in die last-lit West, 

'TIS the Art at the Door that will please the best ; 

To the end of Time 'twill be still the same. 

For the Earth first laughed when the children came I 
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THE DISTRESSED POET. 

A 3UCCESTI0N FKOK HOGARTH. 



A word, biiogs back ogiiii 
That room, not gunUhed OTcnnuch, 
In gusty Drut; Lone ; 

The cmply safe, the child thai cries 

The kittens on the coat. 
The good-wife with her patient cjts. 

The milkmaid's toneless throat ; 

And lait, in that mute woe sublime, 

The luckless veisemon's air : 
The " Bysshe^" the foolscap and the thyme, — 

The Rhyme . . . that is not (here 1 

Poor Bard ! To dream the verse inspired — 

With dews Castaltan wet — 
Is built from cold absbractions squired 

By "Bysshe,"hii epithet I 



THE DISTRESSED POET, 79 

Ah ! when she comes, the glad-eyed Muse, 

No step upon the stair 
Betrays the guest that none refuse, — 

She takes us unaware ; 

And tips with fire our lyric lips, 

And sets our hearts a-flame. 
And then, like Ariel, off she trips, 

And none know how she came. 

Only, henceforth, for right or wrong. 

By some dull sense grown keen. 
Some blank hour blossomed into song, 

We feel that she has been. 
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JOCOSA LYRA, 

heartE is the Great One of Avon 



T" 

J- Engraven, 

And ive climb Ike cold sammits once built □□ 
B; Milton. 

But at times not the aii tbat is rarest 
Is fairest. 

And we long in the valley to follow 
Apollo. 

Then we diop from the heights atmospheric 

ToHerrick, 
Ot we pour the Greek honey, grown blander, 
or Landor ; 

0( out cosiest nook in the shade is 

Where Praed is. 

Or we Ion the light bells of the mocker 
With Locker. 

Oh, the »ODg where not ooe of the Gracu 

n^t-Iaces,— 
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Where we woo the sweet Muses not starchly. 

But archly, — 

Where the verse, like a piper a-Maying, 

Comes playing,— 

And the rh3rme is as gay as a dancer 

In answer, — 

It will last till men weary of pleasure 

In measure ! 

It will last till men weary of laughter • . . 

And after I 
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MY BOOKS. 

THEY dwell in die odour of cunphlKi; ' 
They Eland in & SheraloB ihrin^ 
They are " waniuited eaily editions," 
Thew wocdi^Ad tooMa of mine i— 

Is Ihifr cnunlAit " OsJbtd t'cDins,'' 
In tbtb ndolnt " cmbad Lennt,'* 

mth tIMi ddlcate watcted liab^ 
Th*r arejewebcf prio^ Ignntj — 

Bttnd-toolcd and ttOR>coc^iirfntcdf 
Tber have Bed&ad'i dalntiett draa, 

Tbcf ue gracefol, atteniuite, poliihed, 
Bui they gaUiet the dwt, no leu ;— 

For the TOW that I piUe ii yonder. 
Away on the imglazed ihelves. 

The bul|red and the bruised ectmm, 
The dear and the dumpy twelves, — 

Montaigne with his sheepskin blistered, 
And Howell the worse for weat, 



Mr BOOKS, 83 



And the wonn-drilled Jesuits' Horace, 
And the little old cropped Moli^re, 

And the Burton I bought for a florin, 
And the Rabelais foxed and flea'd, — 

For the others I never have opened, 
But those are the books I read. 
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THE BOOK-PLATE'S PETITION. 

BY A GENTLEMAN OF THE TEMPLE. 
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^HILE cynic Charles still trimm'd Iht 
[t Qntrauaillf and Cas&maint, 
In dajs tbut shocked John Evelyn, 
My First Fossessor fix'd me in. 
In days of Dulchsien and of fiosC, 
The Earrow sea with James I cross'd, 
Returniag when once more began 
The Age of Saturn and of Anne. 

I am ft put of «U the put 1 
I knew the GB0K0B3, firtt ud lut ; 
I have been oft whaie else wu none 
Save the great vig of Addison ; 
And seen on shelves beneath me grope 
The little eager foim of Pope. 
I tost the Third that owa'd roe when 
French Noaillbs fled at Dcttingen ; 
The year James Wolfe surpris'd Quebec, 
The Fonith in hunting broke his neck ; 
The day that William Hogakth dy'd. 
The Fiflb one fbnnd me in Gieap^e. 



THE BOOK-PLATES PETITION. 85 

This was a Scholar, one of those 

Whose Greek is sounder than their hose; 

He Ioy*d old Books and nappy ale, 

So liv'd at Streatham, next to Thralb. 

'Twas there this stain of grease I boast 

Was made by Dr. Johnson's toast 

(He did it, as I think, for Spite ; 

My Master calPd \nm Jacobite t) 

And now that I so long to-day 

Have rested j>ost discrimina. 

Safe in the brass-wir'd book-case where 

I watched the Vicar's whit'ning hair. 

Must I these travell'd bones inter 

In some Collector's sepulchre ! 

Must I be torn from hence and thrown 

Vfiih frontispiece and colophon 1 

With vagrant E^s, and /V, and 0*x, 

The spoil of plunder'd Folios I 

With scraps and snippets that to Me 

Are naught but kitchen company t 

Nay, rather. Friend, this favour grant me : 

Tear me at once ; hit donU transplant me. 

ClIBLTKNHAM, 

Sept, 31, 179a. 
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PALOMYDES. 

T T IM belt in all (he dim Aithuriad, 
-*■-«■ Of lovers of fair women, him I piae, — 
The Pagan Palomyde». Never glad 
Was he with iweetncss of bis lady's eyes. 
Nor joy he had. 

Rut, unloved ever, still must love the same, 
Aod riding ever Ihrough a lonely world, 

Whene'er on adverse shield or crest he came, 
Against the danger desperately hurled, 
Crying her name. 

So I, who strove to Voa I may not earn, 
Methinks, am come unto so high a place, 

That though from hence I can bat vainly yearn 
For that averted favour of your face, 
I shall not turn. 

No, I am come too high. Whate'er betide, 
To lind the doubtful thing that fights with me. 

Toward the mountain tops I still shall ride. 
And cry youi name in mj extremity. 
As Palomyde, 



PALOMYDSS, 



Until the issue come. Will it disclose 
No gift of grace, no pity made complete, 

After mnch labour done, — much war with woes ? 
Will yon deny me still in Heaven, my sweet ; — 
Ah, Death— who knows ? 
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ANDRfi LE CnAPELAlN. 
fCArt «'J>ir, (ITS.) 



" Plmi H ndt a fm /^ tat 

MtK btau frlnltmfi It msH aid 
Omt/til li lOMt far la/maln. ' 

Clekut Maiot. ISJ7- 

QUEEN VENUS, nniid *hoM feet. 
To tend tby lacced Gte, 
With KTvice biUei-iweet 

Goddeti, wluMe boonlie* be 
Laq^ a» the tin-oued ie« ; — 



Mother, whote eldest bom 

Fint tlined bU (tammeiing toi^De, 
In the world'* f oungeM moni, 

Wben ihe fint daities ipnmK : — 
Whote UM, vhen Time ihaU die. 
In the uune grave iboU lie : — 
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Hear thou one suppliant more 1 

Must I, thy Bard, grow old, 
Bent, with the temples firore^ 

Not jocund be nor bold, 
To tune for folk in May 
Ballad and virelay ? 

Shall the youths jeer and jape, 

" Behold his verse doth dote, — 
Leave thou Love's lute to scrape. 

And tune thy wrinkled throat 
To songs of * Flesh in Grass,' "^ 
Shall they cry thus and pass ? 

And the sweet girls go by ? 

" Beshrew the grey-beard's tune I— 
What ails his minstrelsy 

To sing us snow in June ! ** 
Shall they too laugh, and fleet - 
Far in the sun-warmed street? 

But Thou, whose beauty bright. 

Upon thy wooded hill. 
With ineffectual light 

The wan sun seeketh still ; — 
Woman, whose tears are dried. 
Hardly, for Aden's side, — 
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Have pity, Eiyeine ! 

Wlhhold hM all thy iweets ; 
Must I thy gifts resagn 

For Love's mere broken rocBts ; 
And mit for alma prefei 
That was thine Almoner ? 

Mast I, as bondsman, kneel 
That, in fiill many a cause, 

Have scrolled thy just appeal ? 
Have I not writ thy T-aws? 

75ii/ noitifrom Xhm sliall take 

Sane but far Love's nutel sati ; — 

Thai none shall cmgkt refuse 
To Lose of Limits fair dms ; — 
Tlutt lumi dear Love thall sioff 
Or deem foal shanie thereof;— 
That none shall Irailor be 
To Love' I aam secrecy ; — 

Avert,— avert it. Queen 1 
Debaned thy listed sports. 

Let me at least be seen 
An usher in cl^ courts, 

Outworn, bat still indued 

With badge of seivilude. 
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When I no moie may go, 

As one who treads on air. 
To string-notes soft and slow. 

By maids found sweet and £ur— 
When I no more may be 
Of Love's blithe company ; — 

When I no more may sit 

Within thine own pleaslmce, 
To weave, in sentence fit. 

Thy golden dalliance ; 
When other hands than these 
Record thy soft decrees ; — 

Leave me at least to sing 

About thine outer wall, 
To tell thy pleasuring, 

Thy mirth, thy festival ; 
Yea, let my swan-song be 
Thy grace, thy sanctity. 

[Here ended Andres words: 

But One, thai writeth, saith-- 
Betwixt his stricken chords 

He heard the Wheels of Death ; 
And knew the fruits Love bare 
But Dead-Sea apples were.] 
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A FAMOr FBOM FOMTENSLLB. 



THE Rote In die 0ndcn dqiped her bud. 
And die In^ied m tiie pride of her joodiiU blood. 
As die tfioq^ of die Gaidener standhig b]^-- 
'' He is old,— 10 old I And he soon mnst diet* 



The kJl Hose waxed fai die wann Jane sir. 
And she ^lesd snd wpntd tSXl her heart hiy bare i 
And she kn^^ied onoe more as she heard his tread— 
*< He is older now 1 He wiU soon be dead 1 " 

But the breese of the morning blew, and fbcmd 
That the leaves of the blown Rose strewed the ground ; 
And he came at noon, that Gardener old, 
And he raked them gently under the mould. 

And I wove the thing to a random rhyme. 
For the Rose is Beauty , the Gardener, Time, 
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DON QUIXOTE. 

BEHIND tbjr puteboard, on thj' battered hide, 
Thy lean check striped with plaster to utd fro, 
Tby long speai levelled at the unseen foe, 
And doubtfiil Sancbo trudging at thy bade. 
Thou wcrt a figure stnmge enough, good lack t 
To make Wiieacredom, hoth high and low. 
Rub purblind eyes, and (haritig watched thee go) 
Dispatdi its Dt^beitys upon thy track : 
Alas t poor Knight I Alas I poor soul poaseM I 
Yet would to-day when Courtesy giowi dlill 
And life's fine loyalties are turned to jest 
Some fire of thine might bum within ut still 1 
Ah, would but one might lay his lance in rest. 
And cba^e in earnest — were it bnt a mill I 
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i BROKEN SWOttO. 
(To A. H 

pHE shopman shambled from iIk dooiway out 
And Iwitdwd il doirn — 
Snapped ia the blade 1 Twas searteljr dear, I doatX, 
At balf-a-dowQ. 

Useless enough I And jel may slill be seen. 

In Ictteis cleat, 
TiBced ao the toelBl's nisty damsskcen— 

Whose wat it once ? — Who manned it once in hope 

Hb lale to gain ? 
Who wa« it dieaned his ojstei-woTld thould ope 

To this— in vain ? 

Mftjrbe with lome EtonC Aigonaut it sailed 

The Western Seu i 
Maylw but to some paluy Nfin availed 

For toasting cbeete t 
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Perchance, ere night, for Chorch and King 'twas drawn — 
Perchance 'twas not 1 

Who knows— or cares ? To-day, 'raid foils and gloves 

Its hilt depends, 
Flanked by the favours of forgotten loves, — 

Remembered friends ;-— 

And oft its legend lends, in hours of stress, 

A word to aid ; 
Or lik; a warning comes, in pufifed success. 

Its broken blade. 
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THE LOST ELIXIR. 

"Ominf n/nidJykKman Used futsmon life mil Hu mi 
fcmtlum all tiudllutHii' OMrxm fataiiU- IkatcanttiM 
U e/lki chuiatt librarj.''—'UyiitlX. 

AH, yes, that "' drop of human blood 1 " — 
We had it onre. may be, 
When our young song's inipetuont flood 

First poured its ecstasy ; 
But now the shrunk poetic vein 
Yields uot that priceless drop n^iui. 

We tod,— as toiled we not of old ; 

Our patient hands disKl 
The shining spheres of chemic gold 

With hatd-won, fmiUess skill ; 
But that red drop still seems to be 
Beyond our utmost alchemy. 

Perchance, hut most in later age. 

Time's after gift, a tear. 
Will strike a pathos on the page 

Beyond all art sincere ; 
But fliat "one drop of hutnan hlood " 
Has gone with life's Srst leaf and hud. 
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A DIALOGUE 

TO THE MEMORY OF MR. ALEXANDER POPS. 



" Non mjtttsa cano.** 

ViRG. 



T) OET. I sing of Pope- 
Friend, What, Pope, the Twitnam Bard, 
Whom Dennis, Cibber^ Tibbald push'd so hard ! 
Pope of the Dunciad! Pope who dar*d to woo. 
And then to libel, WbrtUy'M&ntagu ! 
Pope of the Ham-walks story — 

P. Scandals all ! 
Scandals that now I care not to recall. 
Surely a little, in two hundred Years, 
One may neglect Contemporary Sneers : — 
Surely Allowance for the Man may make 
That had all Grub-street yelping in his Wake I 
And who (I ask you) has been never Mean, 
When urged by Envy, Anger or the Spleen ? 
No : I prefer to look on Pope as one 
Not rightly happy till his Life was done ; 
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Wboe vfaole Ctaa, na^ce it k yoa 

Wm ivhal be caU'd it) tat a "k^ Doasc :~ 
TUnk of liis Lot,— ka M^a^/t <d Pais, 
(111 " taif Fill !■ ' and bk rcalat Baia ; 
TUidi at Ui Ni^-Hom witli ikk Fort of Lc^ 
iri» dratty Viei] lail fak aching Head ; 
TUnkof all llni, and Barrel tbea to find 
The "cioolud Bod; with a ooo&ed Hind I" 
Najr nthn, marKi that, in Faie'i Dtsjiu, 
Voa Sod to modi to lolacc and dd^bt, — 
So macb of Comage and of Purpose h^h 
In thai nneqiial Straggle net to die. 
I etant |on Cndjr that Pope pkfed his Fait 
Sometime* ipwU; — bni he lov'd his Art j 
I gfanl you tttelj that be sought his Ends 
Nu( alwaji wisely — but he lov'd his Friends ; 
And who of Friends a nobler Roll could show — 
.ftw/i', Sl.JahH, Baikura, Marihmeal, Feteri'ro', 
ArbiUhntt — 

Fr. Atticus? 

P. Wem<«fri»««), 
McMt Ibat he la^ of Addison was tme. 
rinln Tiulh, you know — 

Fr. Is often not polite 
(Su Ilimltt thought)— 
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P. And Hamld (Sir) was right. 
But leave Pope's Life. To-day, methinks, we touch 
The Work too little and the Man too much. 
Take up the Lock^ the Satires^ Ehise^ 
What Art supreme, what Elegance, what Ease I 
How keen the Irony, the Wit how bright. 
The Style how rapid, and the Verse how light ! 
Then read once more, and you shall wonder yet 
At Skill, at Turn, at Pomt, at Epithet. 
" True Wit is Nature to Advantage dress'd "— 
Was ever Thought so pithily expressed ? 
' * And ten low Words oft creep in one dull Line " — 
Ah, what a Homily on Yours . . and Mine ! 
Or take — ^to choose at Random—take but This — 
•* Ten censure wrong for one that writes amiss." 

Fr. Packed and precise, no Doubt. Yet surely those 
Are but the Qualities we ask of Prose. 
Was he a Poet ? 

P. Yes: if that be what 
Byron was certainly and Bowles was not ; 
Or say you grant him, to come nearer Date, 
What Dryden had, that was denied to Tate — 

Fr. Which means, you claim from him the Spark 
divine. 
Yet scarce would place him on the highest Line— 




p. True, there ate Classes. Pope was most of all 
Akin to ffentie, Hrrsius, Juvenal ; 
Pope was, like them, the Censor of his Age, 
An Age more suited to Repose Ihan Rage ; 
When Rhyming tura'd from Freedom to Ibe Schools, 
And shock'd with LiccQCCj shudder'd into Rules ; 
When Pkabus louch'd the Poet's trembling Ear 
With one supreme Commandment Bi IhQU Cltar ; 
When Thought meant less to reason than compile. 
And the Must labour'd . . chieSy with the File. 
Beneath full Wigs no Lyric drew its Breath 
As in the Days of great E ltzabeth ; 
And to the Bards of Anna was denied 
The Note that Wordrjitirih heaid on DudJon-siie. 
Bxit Pope took up his Parable, and knit 
The Woof of Wisdom with the Warp of Wit ; 
He trimm'd the Measure on its equal Feel, 
And smooth'd and fitted till the line was neat ; 
He taught (he Pause with due Effect to fall ; 
He taught the Epigram to come at Call ; 

Fr. His Iliad! 

P. Well, suppose you own 
You like your Iliad in (he Prose of Bohn, — 
Tho' if you'd leain in Prose how Homir sang. 
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Twere best to learn of Butcher and of Lang^-^ 
Suppose yoa say your Worst of Pope, declare 
His Jewels Paste, his Nature a Parterre, 
His Art but Artifice — I ask once more 
Where have yoa seen such Artifice before ? 
Where have you seen a Parterre better grac*d. 
Or gems that glitter like his Gems of Paste ? 
Where can you show, among your Names of Note, 
So much to copy and so much to quote ? 
And where, in Fine, in all our English Verse, 
A Style more trenchant and a Sense more terse ? 

So I, that love the old Augustan Days 
Of formal Courtesies and formal Phrase ; 
That like along the finished Line to feel 
The Ruffle's Flutter and the Flash of Steel ; 
That like my Couplet as Compact as Clear ; 
That like my Satire sparkling tho* severe, 
Unmix'd with Bathos and unmarr'd by Trope, 
I fling my Cap for Polish— and for Pope 1 



( 
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DEAK OwaapoUtan,— I Imow 
I dunk! *ddren yoo • Ktuiam. 
Oc dw onnoimce wfaot Tre to wf 
At fesn M BaUa-lt froMiit ; 
Bol Ko 1 Ibr ODOe I k»>c G)im— llAi, 
And talte to iimple Htdiirai&ii ; 
Whj should I cbooce inMbct W^, 
WhcD tbti w*i eood enooEb for G«T ? 

Yoa lov^ mf FtliNp, with me, I ffink. 
That Age of Loctte and of Link ; 
Of Ch^iea Ctima and ^oag " i "a. 
Of Bag'wis* and of flowered Dteues ; 
That Afe of F0U7 and of CanU, 
Of HacLiKT Chain and Hackne; Bards ; 
—No H— Ln, no K— g— n P— ls were tbei 
DitpcntiDg Competence to Hen ; 
The gentle Trade wai left to Chorlt, 
Your fiowfjr Tonsons and your Cdblls ; 
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]iiere Wolves in Ambush to attack 
The Author in a Sheep-skin Back ; 
Then Savage and his Brother-Sinners 
In Porridge-Island div*d for Dinners ; 
Or doz'd on Ccvent Garden Bulks, 
And liken'd Letters to the Hulks ;— 
You know that by-gone Time, I say, 
That aimless easy-morai'd Day, 
When rosy Mom found Madam still 
Wrangling at Ombre or Quadrille^ 
When good Sir John reel'd Home to Bed, 
From Pontacl^s or the Skakespear's Head ; 
When Trip convey d his Master's Cloaths, 
And took his Titles and his Oaths ; 
While Betty, in a cast Brocade^ 
Ogled My Lord at Masquerade ; 
When Garrick play'd the guilty Richard^ 
Or mouth'd Mdcheth with Mrs. Pritchard ; 
When FooTE grimac'd his snarling Wit ; 
When Churchill bullied in the Pit ; 
When the CuzzoNi sang— 

But there ! 
The further Catalogue I spare. 
Having no Purpose to eclipse 
That tedious Tale of Homer's Ships ; — 
This is the Man that drew it all 
From Pannier Alley to the Mall^ 



CHARLES GEORGE GORDON. 



"P ATHER be dead than praised," he j 



K. 



That hero, like a beio dead. 



In this Elack-sinewed age endued 
With more than antique fortitude t 

" Rather be dead than praised I" Shall we. 
Who loved thee, nuw that Death sets free 
Thine eager sotd, with word and line 
Prolane that empty house of Ihioe ? 

Naf, — lei us hold, be mute. Our pain 
Will not be less that we relrab ; 
And this oui silence shall but be 
A larger monument to thee. 



I 
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HENRY FIELDING. 

(to JAMES RUSSELL LOWELL.) 

NOT firom the ranks of those we call 
Philosopher or Admiral, — 
Neither as Locke was, nor as Blake, 
Is that Great Genius for whose sake 
We keep this Autumn festival 

And yet in one sense, too, was he 
A soldier — of humanity ; 
And, surely, philosophic mind 
Belonged to him whose brain designed 
That teeming Comic Epos where. 
As in Cervantes and MoLiiRE, 
Jostles the medley of Mankind. 

Our English Novel's pioneer ! 
His was the eye that first saw clear 
How, not in natures half-effaced 
By cant of Fashion and of Taste, — 
Not in the circles of the Great, 
Faint-blooded and exanimate, — 
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Partridge, and Bath, and Harrison ?■— 
Are they not breathing, moving, — all 
The motley, merry carnival 
That Fielding kept, in days agone ? 

He was the first who dared to draw 
Mankind the mixture that he saw ; 
Not wholly good nor ill, but both. 
With fine intricacies of growth. 
He pulled the wraps of flesh apart. 
And showed the working human heart ; 
He scorned to drape the truthful nude 
With smooth, decorous platitude I 

He was too frank, may be ; and dared 

Too boldly. Those whose £siults he bared. 

Writhed in the ruthless grasp that brought 

Into the light their secret thought. 

Therefore the TARTUFFE-throng who say 

•* Couvrez ce sein,** and look that way, — 

Therefore the Priests of Sentiment 

Rose on him with their garments rent 

Therefore the gadfly swarm whose sting 

Plies ever round some generous thing. 

Buzzed of old bills and tavern-scores, 

Old " might-have-beens " and " heretofores " ; — 

Then, from that garljled record-list. 

Made him his own Apologist. 
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HENRY WADSWORTH LONGFELLOW. 

Ntc iurpem stnectam 
Degere, nee cithara cartnttm, 

— Hos. i 3K. 

"•NTOTtobetundessmoldase!" 
•^ ^ Ah ! surely blest his pilgrimage, 
Who, in his Winter's snow. 

Still sings with note as sweet and clear 

As in the morning of the year 
When the first violets blow ! 

Blest ! — ^but more blest, whom Smnmer*s heat. 
Whom Spring's impulsive stir and beat. 

Have taught no feverish lure ; 
Whose Muse, benignant and serene. 
Still keeps his Autimm chaplet green 

Because his verse is pure ! 

Lie calm, O white and laureate head I 
Lie calm, O Dead, that art not dead. 

Since from the voiceless grave. 
Thy voice shall speak to old and young 
While song yet speaks an English tongue 

By Charles' or Thamis' wave I 
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F those who wield the Rod foi]get, 
'Tis truly— G«w custodietf 



A certain Bard (as Bards will do) 

Dressed up his Poems for Review. 

His Tjrpe was plain, his Title clear ; 

His Frontispiece by Fourdrinier. 

Moreover, he had on the Back 

A sort of sheepskin Zodiac ;— 

A Mask, a Harp, an Owl, — ^in fine, 

A neat and "classical'' Design. 

But the wf-Side? — Well, good or bad. 

The Inside was the best he had : 

Much Memory, — more Imitation ; — 

Some Accidents of Inspiration ; — 

Some Essays in that finer Fashion 

Where Fancy takes the place of Passion ;«- 

And some (of course) more roughly wrought 

To catch the Advocates of Thought. 

In the less-crowded Age of Anne, 
Our Bard had been a favoured Man| 
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Foflune, more chary wilh the Sickle, 

Had ranked him next to Gakth ot TtCKELL ; — 

He miglil have even dflled to hope 

A Line's Malignity fiom Pope 1 

But now, when Folks are hard to please, 

And Poets are as thick as — Peas, 

The Fates are not so prone to flatter. 

Unless, indeed, a Friend .... No Matter. 

The Book, then, had a minor Credit : 
The Critics took, and doubtless read it. 
Said A— Title iiltie Songs display 
Nb lyric Gift ; but still a Ray, ~~ 
A Premist. Tkty will do no Harm. 
'Twas kindly, if not very wann. 
Said B. — The Author may, in lime. 
Acquire the Rudiments of Rhyme ; 
Hii Egorls tumi are scarcely Verse. 
This, certainly, could not be worse. 

Sorely discomlited, our Bard 
Worked for aoother ten Years — hard. 
Meanwhile the World, unmoved, weat on ; 
New Stars shot up, shone out, were gone ; 
Before his second Voluioe came 
His Critics had forgot his Name : 
And who, forsooth, is bound to know 
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Each Laureate in embryo ! 
They tried and tested him, no less, — 
The pure Assayers of the Press, 
Said A. — The Author ^ may in Time . 
Or much what B. had said of Rhyme, 
llien 'B.'-These little Songs display . 
And so forth, in the sense of A. 
Ovey the Bard I throw a Veil. 



• • 



There is no Moral to this Ta]«. 
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MEMORIAL VEHSES. 



THE TOVMAN. 



WTH Verse, is Form the 6ist, iw S. 
Heieaii men waste their EJoquea 



" Sense (cry the one Side), Sense, of coune. 
How can you lend your Theme its Fwce ? 
How can you be direct and clear. 
Concise, and (most of all) sincere. 
If you must pen youi Strain sublime 
In Bonds of Measure and of Rhyme ? 
Who ever heard Ime Gtief relate 
Its heaitfelt Woes in ' six ' and ' eight ' ? 
Or felt his manly Bosom swell 
Within a French-made Villaatllef 
How can your Mens divitiior sing 
Within the Soimet's scanty Ring, 
Where she must chant her Orphic Tale 
In just so many Lines, ot fail ? . . ." 

" Form is the first (the Others bawl) ; 

If not, why write in Veise at all ? 

Why not your throbbing Thoughts eipose 
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(If verse be such Restraint) in Prose ? 
For surely if you speak your Soul 
Most freely where there's least Control, 
It follows you must speak it best 
By Rhyme (or Reason) unreprest. 
Blest Hour I be not delayed too long, 
When Britain frees her Slaves of Song ; 
And barred no more by Lack of Skill, 
The Mob may crowd Parnassus Hill I . . 



)) 



Just at this Point — ^for you must know. 

All this was but the To-and-fro 

Of Matt and Dick who played with Thought, 

And lingered longer than they ought 

(So pleasant 'tis to tap one's Box 

And trifle round a Paradox !) — 

There came — but I forgot to say, 

'Twas in the Mall, the Month was May — 

There came a Fellow where they sat. 

His Elf-locks peeping through his Hat, 

Who bore a Basket. Straight his Load 

He set upon the Ground, and showed 

His newest Toy — a Card with Strings. 

On this side was a Bird with Wings, 

On that, a Cage. You twirled, and lo ! 

The Twain were one. 

Said Matt, «« E'en so. 




" irre/tATesE aud art. 

Hue's the Solution in it Word :— 
Form is Ae Cage and Sense the Bird. 
The Poet twills them in his Miad, 
And wins the Trick with both comlnited," 
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THE SUCCESSFUL AUTHOR. 

WHEN Fate presents us with the Bays, 
We prize the Piaiser, not the Praise. 
We scarcely think our Fame eternal 
If vouched for by the Farthing Journal ; 
But when the Craftsman* s self has spoken, 
We take it for a certain Token. 
This an Example best will show, 
Derived from Dennis Diderot. 

A hackney Author, who'd essayed 
All Hazards of the scribbling Trade \ 
And failed to live by every Mode, 
From Persian TaU to Birthday Ode; 
Embarked at last, thro' pure Starvation, 
In Theologic Speculation. 
'Tis commonly affirmed his Pen 
Had been most orthodox till then ; 
But oft, as Socrates has said. 
The Stomach's stronger than the Head ; 
And, for a sudden Change of Creed, 
There is no Jesuit like Need. 
Then, too, 'twas cheap ; he took it all. 
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By force of Habit, from the Gaul. 
He showed (the Trick is nowise new) 
That Nothing we believe is true ; 
But chieSy that Mistake is rife 
Touching the point o{ Aftir-Lift ; 
Here all were wrong from Plato down ; 
Hii Price (in Boards) was HalT-a-Crown. 
The Thing created quite a Scare : — 
He got a Letter from Voltaire, 
Naming him Ami and Confrirt ; 
Besides two most allractiTe OSers 
Of Chaplaincies from noted Scoffers. 
ile fell forthwith his Heail lo Uft, 
To talk of " I and Dr. Sw— ft;" 
And brag, at Clubs, as one who spoke 
On eqiud Teems, with Bolingb&oke. 
But, at the last, a Missive came 
That put the Copestone to hia Fame. 
The Boy who brought it would not wait : 
It bore a C<nicttt-Gardcn Date ;— 
A woful Sheet with doubtful Ink, 
And Air of BridfwtU or the Clink. 
1 1 ran in this wise •.—Leamtd Sir / 
tVt, ■whose SubscripHens follow here, 
Disin to state our Fellmu-fteling 
In this Religion yoiirt revealing-. 
Yoit make it plaia that if so be 
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We ^scape on Earth from Tyburn Tree, 

Therms nothing left for us to fear 

In this — or any other Sphere, 

We offer you our Thanhs; and hope 

Your Honor t too, may cheat the Rope ! 

With that came all the Names beneath. 

As Blubskin, Jerry Clinch, Macheath, 

Bet Careless, and the Rest — z, Score 

Of R(^es and Bona Robas more. 

This NewgcUe Calendar he read : 
'Tis not recorded what he said. 
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THE DILETTANT. 

THE mofl oppressive Form of Cant 
II thit of four Art-Dilettant :— 
Or rather " was." The Race, 1 own, 
To-day 13, happi[f, anknawn. 

A Pamter, now by Fame ibtgol. 
Had painted— 'lis no matter what ; 
Enough that he resolved to try 
The Verdict of a critic Eye. 
The Friend he sought made no Pretence 
To more than candid Common-sense, 
Nor held himself from Fault exempt. 
He praised, it seems, the whole Attempt. 
Then, pausing long, showed here and there 
That Parts required a nicer Care,— 
A closer Thought. The Artist beard, 
Expostnlaled, chafed, demurred. 

Just then popped in a passing Beau, 
Half Fertntts, half Pulvilio }— 
One of those Mushroom Growths that spring 
From Grand Tourt and from Tailoring ; — 
And dealing much in lenns of Art 
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Picked up' at Sale and auction Mart 

Straight to the Masterpiece he ran 

With lifted Glass, and thus b^;an, 

Mumbling as £sist as he could speak : — 

** Sublime ! — prodigious ! — truly Greek I 

That ' Air of Head ' is just divine ; 

That contour GuiDO, every line ; 

That Forearm, too, has quite the Gusto 

Of the third Manner of RoBUSTO . . . ." 

Then, with a Simper and a Cough, 

He skipped a little farther off : — 

" The middle Distance, too, is placed 

Quite in the best Italian Taste ; 

And Nothing could be more effective 

Than the Ordonnance and Perspective ... 

You've sold it? — No? — Then take my word, 

I shall speak of it to My Lord. 

What !— I insist. Don't stir, I beg. 

Adieu I" With that he made a Leg, 

Offered on either Side his Box, — 

So took his Virid off to Cock's. 

The Critic, with a Shrug, once more 
Turned to the Canvas as before. 

' Nay,"— said tiie Painter—" I aUow 
The Worst that you can tell me now. 

Tis plain my Art must go to School, 
To win such Praises— from a Fool I ^ 
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THE TWO PAINTERS. 

IN Alt some hold Themselves content 
IT thef but compass what they roeanl ; 
Olbtn pre(«, their Purpose gained. 
Still to find Something uoatiained — 
Something wherelo they vaguely grape 
Wilh no more Aid Ihsn that of Hope. 
Which are the Wiser? W-hoshaUsayl 
The prudent Follower of Gay 
Dwlines to spesk for either Vieir, 
Bnt sets his Fable 'twixt the ttro. 

Once— 'twas in good Queen Anna's Time- 
While yet in this benighted Clime, 
The Genius of the Arts, (now known 
On mouldy FedimeQts alone,) 
Protected all the Men of Mark, 
Two Painters met Her in the Park. 
Whether She wore the Robe of Air 
Portrayed by Verrio anil Laguerre; 
Or, like Belinda, trod this Earth, 
Equipped with Hoop of monstrous Girth, 
And umed at every Point for Slaughter 
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With Essences and Orange-water, 

I know not : but it seems that then, 

After some talk of Brush and Pen, — 

Some chat of Art both High and Low, 

Of Van's "Goose-Pie" and Knellkr's '* MoC- 

The Lady, as a Goddess should. 

Bade Them ask of Her what They would. 

" Then, Madam, my request," says Brjsk, 

Giving his Ramillie a whisk, 

" Is that your Majesty will crown 

My humble Efforts with Renown. 

Let me, I beg it — ^Thanks to You — 

Be praised for Everything I do, 

Whether I paint a Man of Note, 

Or only plan a Petticoat." 

" Nay," quoth the other, " I coi.fess " 

(This One was plainer in his Drdtl, 

And even poorly dad), ''for me, 

I scorn Your Popularity. 

Why should I care to catch at once 

The Point of "^ew of every Dunce ? 

Let me do well, indeed, but find 

The Fancy first, the Work behind ; 

Nor wholly touch the Thing I wanted . . . ." 

The Goddess both Petitions granted. 



Each in his Way, achieved Success ; 

But One grew Great. And which One ? Guess. 
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THE CLAIMS OF THE MUSE. 

TOO oft we hide our Frailties' Blame 
Beneath some simple-sounding Name I 
So Folks, who In gilt Coaches ride. 
Will call Display but Pre/vr Pridt; 
So Spendthrifts, who Iheir Acres lose, 
Cnrse not their Folly but ihe/ruis; 
So Madam, when her Roses faint. 
Resorts to ... . anything but Painl. 

An honest Uncle, who hsjl plied 
His Trade of Meicer in Chiapsidi, 
Until his Name on 'Changt was fonnd 
Good for tome TTiirtj Thon»«nd Pound, 
Was burdened with an Heir inclined 
To thonehts of quite jwdifterent Kind. 
His Nephew dreamed of Nonght bat Verse 
From Mom to Night, and, what was worse, 
He qalKed all at length to follow 
That "sneaking, wher-liiced God, APOLLa" 
In plainer Words, he ran up Bills 
At CaJd"!, at Battun't and at IVilTf; 
Discussed the Claims of rival Bards 
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At Midnight,— with a Pack of Cards ; 

Or made excuse for '' t'other Bottle " 

Over a point in Aristotlb. 

This could not last, and like his Betters 

He found, too soon, the Cost of Letters. 

Back to his Uncle's House he flew. 

Confessing that he'd not a Sou, 

Tis true, his Reasons, if sincere. 

Were more poetical than dear : 

"Alas I " he said, " I name no Names : 

The Muse, dear Sir, the Muse has claims." 

His Uncle, who, behind his Till, 

Knew less of Pindus than SnauhHiUf 

Looked grave, but thinking (as Men say) 

That Youth but once can have its Day, 

Equipped anew his Pride and Hope 

To frisk it on Parnassus Slope. 

In one short Month he sought the Door 

More shorn and ragged than before. 

This Time he showed but small Contrition, 

And gloried in his mean Condition. 

"The greatest of our Race," he said, 

"Through Asian Cities begged his Bread. 

The ii/kn^— the Muse delights to see 

Not Broadcloth but PkOosophyt 

Who doubts of this her Honour shames. 

But (as you know) she has her Claims • . • ." 

"Friend," quoth his Uncle then, " I doubt 
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This scurvy Crsfl that you're about 

Wai leid y<Mt fkihsofhic Feet 

Either to Btdlain or the Fliet. 

Still, as I vould not have you lack, 

Go get some Broadclotk to your Back, 

And — if it please ttis precions Muse — 

'Twere well to purchase decent Shoes. 

Though harkye, Sir . . . ." The Youth mis goi 

Before the good Man could go on. 

And yet ere long again was seen 

That Votary of Hij-peirent. 

As along Cheap his Way he took. 

His Uncle spied hitn by a Brook, 

Nol such as Nymphs Castalian pouf, — 

Twas but the Kennel, oolhiag more. 

His Plight was plain hy every Sign 

Of Idiot Smile ttnd Stum of Wiae. 

He strove to rise, and vragged his Head — 

"The Musi, dear Sir, the Must—" he said. 

"Muse I" quoth the Other, in a Fury, 

"The Must shan't serve you, I assnre ye. 

She's just Knne wanton, idte/iuAr 

Thai makes young Fools fb^t thui Trade, — 

Who should be whipped, if I'd my Will, 

From Charing Cross to Ludgatt Mil. 

She's just . . . ." But he b^an to statter. 

So left SiK Graceless in Ibe Gutter. 
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THE 'SQUIRE AT VAUXHALL. 

NOTHING so idle as to waste 
This Life disputing upon Tasti ; 
And most— let that sad Truth be written — 
In this contentious Land of Britain^ 
Where each one holds " It seems to me ** 
Equivalent to Q, E* />.» 
And if you dare to doubt his Word 
Proclaims you Blockhead and absurd. 
And then, too often, the Debate 
Is not 'twixt First and Second-rate^ 
Some narrow Issue, where a Touch 
Of more or less can't matter much. 
But, and this makes the Case so sad, 
Betwixt undoubted Good and Bad. 
Nay, — there are some so strangely wrought,- 
So warped and twisted in their Thought, — 
That, if the Fact be but confest. 
They like the baser Thing the best 
Take Bottom, who for one^ 'tis dear, 
Possessed a '< reasonable Ear ; " 
He might have had at his Command 
The Symphonies of /*ai>^Ztfif</; 



Well, aur immorlnl SiiAKEsrEAl! owns 
The Oaf preferred Ihe ' ' Tongs and Bones 1 " 

'Sqnice IIoubsfun horn Ctpd-Hall code down. 

As the Phrase ii— "to sec the Town ; " 

(The Town, in Ibose Days, mostlr lay 

Betwixt the Taverit and the Play.\ 

like all their Worships the J.P.'s, 

He put np at the Sircala ; 

Then sallied forth on Shanks h[s Mare, 

Rather than jolt it in a Chair, — 

A curst, new-fingled IMlh-Ease, 

That knocks j'our Nose against your Knees. 

For the good 'Squire wns Conn try-bred. 

And had strange Notions in his Head, 

Which made him see in every Cur 

The starteling Breed of Nsntnta- ; 

He classed your Kickshaws and Ragoel 

With Popery and Wooden Shoes ; 

Railed at all Foreign Tongues as Lingo, 

And sighed o'er Chaet Wine for Stingo. 

Hence, as he wandered to and fro. 
Nothing could please him, high or low. 
As Savaga at Siifis of War 
He looked unawcd on TempU-Bar ; 
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Scarce could conceal his Discontent 
With Fish-Street and the Monument; 
And might (except at Feeding-Hour) 
Have scorned the Lion in the Tower^ 
But that the Lion's Race was run. 
And — ^for the Moment — ^there was none. 

At lengthy blind Fate» that drives ns all. 

Brought him at Even to Vduxhail^ 

What Time the eager Matron jerks 

Her slow Spouse to the Water- fVorks, 

And the coy Spinster, half-afraid 

Consults the Hermit in the Shade. 

Dazed with the Din and Crowd, the 'Squire 

Sank in a Seat before the Choir. 

The Faustinetta, fair and showy^> 

Warbled an Air from Arsinoi^ 

Playing her Bosom and her Eyes 

As Swans do when they agonize. 

Alas ! to some a Mug of Ale 

Is better than an Orphic Tale I 

The 'Squire grew dull, the 'Squire grew bored ; 

His Chin dropt down ; he slept ; he snored. 

Then, straying thro* the ** poppied Reign," 

He dreamed him at Clod-Hall again ; 

He heard once more the well-known Sounds, 

The Crack of Whip, the Cry of Hounds. 



TUflE AXa AKT. 

He TDbbcd his Ejes, wok« jp, and lo I 
A Change had come apoo Ibe Show, 
WbetE lale ibe Singer ilocjd, a Fellow, 
Clad in a Jockey*) Coal of Yellow, 
Wai mimicking a Cock that crew. 
Then came the Cry of Hounds anew, 
Yficktl Sttlt Away.' and burking \azV ; 
Then Ringwood leading up the Pack, 
The 'Squire in TranspDrt slapped his Knee 
At this moxt hugeous Pleusantr}. 
Th« sawD Wood rolloned ; kst of all 
Th« Man lu-oiight MtnelbiDg in a Shawl, — 
Something that strolled, scraped, and squeaked 
Aa Potkers do, whose tails are tweaked. 
Oar honcsl 'Squire could scarcely sit 
So excellent he thooghl the Wil. 
Btit when Sir Wag dicw afl* the Sheath 
And showed there wa.s no Pig beneath. 
His pent'Dp Wonder, Pleasiue, Awe, 
Exploded in a long Gui&w : 
And, to hii dying Day, he'd iwear 
That Naught in Town the Bell cooU bear 
From "Jockey wi' the Yellow Co«t 
That had a Fam-Yard in hit Throat I " 

Moral thb First you may discover : 
The 'Squire was like Titania't lover ; 
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He put a squeaking Pig before 
The Harmony of Clayton's Score. 

Moral ths Seoomd— not so clear ; 
But still it shall be added here : 
He praised the Thing he understood ; 
'Twere wdl if every Critic would. 
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THE CLraiACTERIC. 

'HZH Ao tbc Tcaioamg Fowta iteUoe ? 
im tud u Fodj'Niae. 
Al f'ortjr-Nine behora ii then 
To quit the Inkbom ind the Pen, 
Since AsiSTOTU thns decteed. 
Sa mach preKtiaed, we now proceed. 

In that thike-favoored Northern Land, 
Where toiHt the Flowers of Thought expand. 
And all (hingi nebulous grow eteat, 

ThroBgli SpceUcIa and Lager-Beer, 
Tliere lived, at Duntfulsham the Lesser, 
A certain High-Dutch Heri Piofessor. 
Than G norms more alert and quick. 
More logical than Burgeksdvck, 
Hi* Lectures both so much iranscended, 
That far and wide his Fame extended, 
Proclaiming him to every clime 
Within a Mile of Dumpihhtim. 
But chief he taught, by Day and Night, 
The Doctrine of ihe Stagiriie, 
Proving it fined beyond Dispute, 
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In Ways that none could well refute ; 
For if by Chance 'twas urged that Men 
O'er-stepped the Limit now and then, 
He'd show unanswerably still 
Either that aU they did was <' NU," 
Or else 'twas marked by Indication 
Of grievous mental Degradation : 
Nay — he could even trace, they say, 
That Degradation to a Day. 

The Years rolled on, and as they flew, 

More famed the Herr Professor grew. 

His << Locus of the Pineal Gland " 

(A Masterpiece he long had planned) 

Had reached the End of Book Eleven, 

And he was nearing Forty-Seven. 

Admirers had not long to wait ; 

The last Book came at Forty-Eight, 

And should have been the Heart and Soul — 

The Crown and Summit— of the whole. 

But now the oddest Thing ensued ; 

'Twas so insufferably crude, 

So feeble and so poor, 'twas plain 

The Writer's Mind was on the wane. 

Nothing could possibly be said ; 

E'en Friendship's self must hang the head. 

While jealous Rivals, scarce so civil. 
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Described it openly ns " Drivel." 
Never was such Collnpsc. In brief. 
The poor Frofessoi died of Grief. 

Wilh lilting mortuary Rhyme 

They buried him iX. Dumptlsktim, 

And 3£ they sorrowing set about 

A " Short Memoir," the Truth came out. 

He had been older than he knew. 

The Parish Clerk had put a " 3 " 

In place of "Nonghl," and made his Dale 

Of Biith a Brace of Years teo late. 

When he had written Book the Last, 

His Ime Climacteric had past 1 



1 
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A TALE OF POLYPHEME. 

" 'T^HERE'S nothing new "—Not that I go so far 
•*• As he who also said "There's nothing true," 

Since, on the contrary, I hold there are 
Surviving still a verity or two ; 

But, as to novelty, in my conviction. 

There's nothing new,~especially in fiction. 



Hence, at the outset, I make no apology. 

If this my story is as old as Time, 
Being, indeed, that idyll of mythology,-— 

The Cyclops' love, — which, somewhat varied, Fm 
To tell once more^ the adverse Muse permitting. 
In easy rhyme, and phrases neatly fitting. 



" Once on a time "—there's nothing new, I said — 

It may be fifty years ago or more, 
Beside a lonely posting-road that led 

Seaward from Town, there used to stand of yore. 
With low-built bar and old bow-window shady 
An ancient Inn, the "Dragon and the Lady." 



Say that by chance, wayfaring Reader mine, 
Vou CBSl a. ihvf, and at this dusty Drngan, 

Where licast and man were equal on the sign, 
Inquiied at once fur Blacksmith and for Sagon : 

The landlord showed you, while yon drank your hop;:, 

A road-side break beyond the (Iraggling shops. 

And 90 directed, therenpon foil led 

Vour haltinjT roadster to > Itind of pui. 
This fou de<>ceDded with a crumbling tread, 

And found the Ees beneath you like a glass i 
And soon, beside a building partly walled — 
Half hut, half cave— you raised your voice and called. 

Then a dog growled ; and straightway there began 
Tumult within — for, bleating with aSHght, 

A goat bant out, escaping from the can ; 

And, following close, rose slowly into sight — 

Blind of one eye, and black with toil and tan — 

An uncouth, limping, heavy-shouldered man. 

Part smith, part seaman, and part shepherd too : 
You scarce Imevr which, as, pausing with the pail 

Half filled with goat's milli, silently he drew 
An anvil forth, and reaching shoe and nail, 

Bared a red forearm, bringing into view 

Anchors and hearts in shadowy tattoo. 
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And then he lit his fire • • • • But I dispense 
Henceforth Math you, my Reader, and yoor horse. 

As being but a colorable pretence 
To bring an awkward hero in perforce ; 

Since this our smith, for reasons never known. 

To most society preferred his own. 

Women declared that he*d an "Evil Eye,"— 
This in a sense was true — he had but one ; 

Men, on the other hand, all^;ed him shy : 
We sometimes say so of the fiiends we shun ; 

But, wrong or right, suffices to affirm it — 

The Cyclops lived a veritable hermit,—* 

Dwelling below the cliff, beside the sea. 
Caved like an ancient British Troglodyte, 

Milking his goat at eve, and it may be. 
Spearing the fish along the flats at night. 

Until, at last, one April evening mild, 

.Came to the Inn a Lady and a Child. 

The Lady was a nullity ; the Child 
One of those bright bevritching little cresUures, 

Who, if she once but shyly looked and smiled. 
Would soften out the ruggedest of features ; 

Fragile and slight, — a veiy fay for size,— 

With pale town-cheeks, and " clear germander eyes." 

L 



Norses, no doubt, might name her ■ ' somewhat i 
And pedants, possibly, pronounce her " slow ; 

Or corGet-makers add, thai lot a child. 
She needed " cultivation ; " — all I know 

Is that whene'er she spoke, or laughed, or romp 

Felt in each act the l>eauty of impromptu. 

The Lady was a nullity— a pale, 
Nerveless and pulseless quasi-invalid. 

Who, lest the oarne should b aught avail. 
Remained religiously indoors to read ; 

So that, in wandering at her will, the Child 

Did, in reality, inn "somewhat wild," 

At first but peering at the sanded floor 
And great shark jnw-bonc in the cosy barj 

Then watching idly froin the dnsky door, 
The naisy advent of a coach or car ; 

Then stealing out to wonder at the fate 

Of blistered Ajai by the garden gale,— 

Some old ship's figure-head— until at last, 
Stiajring with each excursion more and inoFe, 

She reached the limits of the road, and passed. 
Plucking the pansies, downward to the short, 

And so, as you, respected Reader, showed. 

Came to the smith's "desirable abade." 
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There by the cave the occupant she found, 
Weaving a crate ; and, with a gladsome cry, 

The dog frisked out, although the Cyclops frowned 
With all the terrors of his single eye ; 

Then from a mound came running, too, the goat. 

Uttering her plaintive, desultory note. 

The Child stood wondering at the silent man. 

Doubtful to go or stay, when presently 
She fielt a plucking, for the goat b^an 

To crop the trail of twining briony 
She held behind her ; so that, lau^iing, she 
Turned her light steps, retreating, to the sea. 

But the goat followed her on eager feet. 
And therewithal an air so grave and mild, 

Coupled with such a deprecatory bleat 
Of injured confidence, that soon the Child 

Filled the lone shore with louder merriment, 

And e*en the Cyclops* heavy brow unbent. 

Thus grew acquaintanceship between the pair. 
The girl and goat ;— for thenceforth, day by day. 

The Child would bring her four-foot friend such fare 
As might be gathered on the downward way : — 

Foxglove, or broom, and "yellow cytisus," 

Dear to all goats since Greek Theocritus. 
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Bill, for the Cyclops, ihnt misogiTiist 
Having, hf ilms of circumstitiicro, smiled. 

Felt it «t least bcumbcnt lo resLst 
Furlhei encroachmetit, and as one b^uiled 

By iidverse fortune, with the half-door thut. 

Dwelt in the dim seclusion of hb hut. 

And yet not less fi-om thence he still must see 
That daily coming, and must heat the goal 

Bleating ber welcome ; then, towards the KOt 
The happy voices of the playmate* float ; 

Until, nt lait, enduring it no more, 

He took bis wonted station by the door. 

Here was, of coarse, a pitiful surrender g 
For soon the Child, on whom the EviJ Eye 

Seemed lo excrl on inHuence but slender, 
Would run to question him, till, by and by. 

His moody humor like a cloud dispersing. 

He found himself uneasily conversing. 

That was a sow's.ear, that an egg of skate, 
And this an agate rounded by the wave- 
About himself, the anvil, and the cave ; 
And then, at last, the Child, without alarm 
Would even spell the letters on his arm. 
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" G — A— L— Galatea, " So there grew 
On his part, like some half-remembered tale^ 

The new-found memory of an ice-bound crew. 
And vague garrulities of spouting whale, — 

Of sea-cow basking upon berg and floe. 

And Polar light, and stunted Eskimo. 

Till, in his heart, which hitherto had been 
Locked as those frozen barriers of the Norths 

There came once more the season of the green, — 
The tender bud-time and the putting forth. 

So that the man, before the new sensation, 

Felt for the child a kind of adoration ; — 

Rising by night, to search for shell and flower. 
To lay in places where she found them first ; 

Hoarding his cherished goat's milk for the hour 
When those young lips might feel the summer's thirst ; 

Holding himself for all devotion paid 

By that clear laughter of the little maid. 

Dwelling, alas ! in that fond Paradise 
Where no to-morrow quivers in suspense, — 

Where scarce the changes of the sky suffice 
To break the soft forgetfulness of sense,— 

Where dreams become realities ; and where 

I willingly would leave him— did I dare. 




Vel fat s Elite tp»oc k MiD cBdmcd. 
Until. 190a • dajr «hen kail «f jH 



Cum ilw Hem mnmrnr ibi AooU all deAa)', 
Bnaipng ■ pen 70014 cockeid of a Bof. 

MiiM]', I think, — fae'd " Aiu " od his box : — 

tA black-ejed, suD-baml, misdiief-makdi^ imp. 
Pel of the me^ — a Pock irith corliog locks, 
Who strai^tsaj tiavcstied the Cjclops' limp. 
And BLUveled ho* his cousin so ecmhl cu« 
For todi a " one-ej^, melxKiioty Beai." 

Thus there was vai at once ; not orerl yel, 

Ffir still the ChiM, unwLIlinfi, wouM not break 
The new acquaintanceship, nor quite forget 

The pleasant past ; while, for his treasure's sake. 
The boding smith with clumsy efforts tried 
To win the laughing scomer Co his side. 

There are some sights pathetic ; none I know 

More sad than this : to wulch a slow'wrougbt mind 
Humbling itself, for love, to come and go 
Before some petty tjrant of its kind j 
^^^ Saddest, ah I— saddest far,— when it can do 
^^^^■•laught to advance the end it has in view. 



; 
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This was at least the Cyclops* case, tmtil, 
Whether the boy beguiled the Child away, 

Or whether that limp Matron on the Hill 
Woke from her novel-reading trance, one day 

He waited long and wearily in vain,— > 

But, from that hour, they never came again. 

Yet still he waited, hoping — ^wondering if 
They still might come, or dreaming that he heard 

The sound of far-off voices on the diff. 
Or starting strangely when the she-goat stirred ; 

But nothing broke the silence of the shore. 

And, from that hour, the Child returned no more. 

Therefore our Cyclops sorrowed, — not as one 
Who can command the gamut of despair ; 

But as a man who feels his days are done. 
So dead they seem, — so desolately bare ; 

For, though he'd lived a hermit, 'twas but only 

Now he discovered that his life was lonely. 

The very sea seemed altered, and the shore ; 

The very voices of the air were dumb ; 
Time was an emptiness that o'er and o'er 

Ticked with the dull pulsation " Will she come ?** 
So that he sat '' consuming in a dream," 
Much like his old forerunner, Polypheme. 
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Unlil Ihere came the qu«tion, "Is she gone?" 
With such sad sick pcreislence that al last, 

tjrgcil bj the hungry thought which drove him oil. 
Along the steep decliTiiy he passed, 

Anil by the summit panting stood, and still, 

Ju<vt tis the bom was souDding on the hill. 

Then, inndrenm, beside the "Drngon" door. 

The smith saw Imvellere standing in the sun ; 
Then carac the horn again, snil thiee or four 

L<Kiked idly at him from the roof, but One, — 
A Child within, — suffusirf with sudden shnme. 
Thrust forth a hand, and called lo him by name- 
Thus the conch vanished from his sight, but be 

Limped back with hitler pleasure in his pwn i 
lie was not all forgotten — could it be ? 

And yet the knowledge made the memory vain ; 
And then — he felt a pressure in his throat, 
So, for that night, foi^ot to milk hii goat. 

What then might come of silent misery. 
What new resolvinga then might intervene, 

I know not. Only, with the morning sky. 
The goat stood tethered on (he " Dragon " green. 

And those who, wondering, questioned thereupon. 

Found the hut empty, — for the man was gone. 
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A STORY FROM A DICTIONARY. 

"Sictfisum Vtturi: cut placet impam 
Formas atqiu animos subjuga aimea 
Saevo mitterg cumjoco.** 

—Hop. i. 33. 

*' T OVE mocks us all " — as Horace said of old : 
-L-' From sheer perversity, that arch-offender 

Still yokes unequally the hot and cold. 
The short and tall, the hardened and the tender ; 

He bids a Socrates espouse a scold, 
And makes a Hercules forget his gender : — 

Sic visum Veneril Lest samples fail, 

I add a fresh one from the page of Bayle. 



It was in Athens that the thing occurred. 
In the last days of Alexander's rule. 

While yet in Grove or Portico was heard 
The studious murmur of its learned school ; — 

Nay, 'tis one favored of Minerva's bird 
Who plays therein the hero (or the fool) 

With a Megarian, who must then have been 

A maid, and beautiful, and just eighteen. 
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I slua't describe her. Beautj is ihe same 

In Anno Domini as ersi B.C. ; 
The type is still that witchtog One who came, 

Between the furrows, from the bjttec sea ; 
'Tis but to fhill accessories and frame, 

And this our Leroine in a trice would be, 
Suve that she irore a piplun and a chiton. 
Like iny modem on the beach at Brighton. 

St.iy, I forget ! Of course the sequel shows 

Slie had some qualities of disposition, 
To which, in general, her ses are foes, — 

As strange pioclivities to erudition, 
And lore unfemiuine, reserved for those 

Who now-a-days descant on " Woman's Mission 
Or tread instead that " jnimrote path " to knowledge. 
That milder Academe — the Girloo Collate. 

The truth is, she admired .... a leonied man. 

There were no curates in that sunny Greece, 
For whom the mind emotional could plan 

Fine-art hahitmieats in gold and fleece ; 
(This was ere chasuble or cope began 

To shake the centres of domestic peace ;) 
So that "admiring," such as maids give way to. 
Turned to the ranks of Zeno and of Plalo. 
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The "object " here was mildly prepossessing, 

At least, regarded in a woman's sense ; 
Wx^forU^ it seems, lay chiefly in eicpressing 

Disputed fact in Attic eloquence ; 
His ways were primitive ; and as to dressing, 

His toilet was a negative pretence ; 
He kept, besides, the rigimc of the Stoic ; — 
In short, was not, by any means, ''heroic." 

Sic visum Vencril — The thing is clear. 

Her friends were furious, her lovers nettled ; 
*Twas much as though the Lady Vere de Vere 

On some hedge-schoolmaster her heart had settled. 
Unheard 1 Intolerable ! — a lumbering steer 

To plod the upland with a mare high-mettled ! — 
They would, no doubt, with far more pleasure hand her 
To curled Euphorion or Anaximander. 

And so they used due discipline, of course. 
To lead to reason this most erring daughter, 

Proceeding even to extremes of force, — 
Confinement (solitary), and bread and water ; 

Then, having lectiured her till they were hoarse. 
Finding that this to no submission brought her. 

At last, (unwisely ') to the man they sent. 

That he might combat her by argument. 

» " Unwisely,** snrely. But *tis well to mention 
That this particular is not invention. 
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Being, they fanoietl, but s blooiUess thing ; 

Or else too well forewarned of that commotion 
Which poets feign insepirable from Spring 

To suffer d^ngar Erom a school-girl Qotion ; 
Also they hoped that she micht lind her king, 

On close inspeclioii, cKimsjr and Bosotian : — 
This was acute enough, and yet, between us, 
1 think they thought too little about Venus. 

Something, I know, of Ihis sort is related 
In Garrick's life. However, Ihe man came. 

And taking first his mission's end as stated. 
Began at once her sentiments to tame. 

Working discreetly to the point debated 
By steps rhetorical I spare to name ; 

In olhet words, — he broke the matter gently. 

Meanwhile, the lady looked at him intently. 

Wistfully, sadly, — and it put him out, 
Although he went on steadily, btit faster. 

There were some maladies he'd read about 

Which seemed, at first, most difficult to master ; 

They looked intractable at times, no doubt. 
But all they needed was a tittle plaster ; 

This was a thing physidans long had pondered. 

Considered, weighed .... and then .... and then 
he wandered. 
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('Tis SO embarrassing to have before jovl 

A silent auditor, with candid eyes ; 
With lips that speak no sentence to restore you. 

And aspect, generally, of pained surprise ; 
Then, if we add that all these things adore you, 

Tis really difficult to syllogise : — 
Of course it mattered not to him a feather. 
But still he wished .... they'd not been left together.) 



**Of one," he said, continuing, "of these 
The young especially should be suspicious ; 

Seeing no ailment in Hippocrates 
Could be at once so tedious and capricious ; 

No seeming apple of Hesperides 
More fatal, deadlier, and more delicious-— 

Pernicious, — he should say, — ^for all its seeming 

It seemed to him he simply was blaspheming. 



>i 



(If she had only turned askance, or uttered 
Word in reply, or trifled with her brooch. 

Or sighed, or cried, grown petulant, or fluttered, 
He might (in metaphor) have " called his coach '' ; 

Yet still, while patiently he hemmed and stuttered. 
She wore her look of wondering rq)roach ; 

(And those who read the " Shakespeare of Romances " 

Know of what stuff* a girl's "dynamic glance" is.) 
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" But there wiu Mill l cure, the wis« msist«d. 

In Love,— or ralher, in Philosopliy. 
Philosophy — no, Lore— Bt belt eiisted 

Bui as on ill for that <o remedy : 
Thcie was no knot so iotiicately tvis'cd. 

There was do riddle but al list should be 
By Love— he meant Philosophy— resolved ....'* 
Hie truth is, he was geltiag quile involreiL 

sovran Love ! how far thy power surpasses 
Aught that is taughf of Logic or ihe Schools ! 

Here was a man, " far ieta " in all the clashes, 
Strengthcued of precept, (orliAcd of rules. 

Mate as the least articulate of asses i 
Nay, at an age wheo every passion cools, 

CODSdoos of nothing ial a sudden yearning 

Stronger by Ikr than any force of learaing 1 

Therefore he changed his tone. Sung down his wallet. 
Described his lot, how pitiable and poor ; 

The hut of mud,— the miserable pallet, — 
The alms solicited from door lo door ; 

The scanty fare of bitter bread and sallet, — 
Could she this shame, ^this poverty endure? 

1 scarcely think he knew what he was doing. 
But that last line had quite a luuch of wooing. 
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And so she answered him, — those early Greeks 
Took little care to keep concealment preying 

At any length upon their damask cheeks, — 
She answered him by very simply saying, 

She could and would : — and said it as one speaks 
Who takes nocoursewithout much careful weighii^. . . • 

Was this, perchance, the answer that he hoped ? 

It might, or might not be. But they eloped. 

Sought the free pine-wood and the larger air, — 

The leafy sanctuaries, remote and inner. 
Where the great heart of nature, beating bare. 

Receives benignantly both saint and sinner ; — 
Leaving propriety to gasp and stare. 

And shake its head, like Burleigh, after dinner, 
From pure incompetence to mar or mend them : 
They fled and wed ; — though, mind, I don't defend them. 

I don't defend them. 'Twas a serious act. 
No doubt too much determined by the senses ; 

(Alas ! when these affinities attract. 
We lose the future in the present tenses !) 

Besides, the least establishment's a fact 
Involving nice adjustment of expenses ; 

Moreover, too, reflection should reveal 

That not remote contingent — lafamilU, 
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Yet these, majbe, were happy in [heir lot. 

MiltoD has said (uid mrety Milton knows] 
That after al), philosophy is " not, — 

Nit harsh and crabbed, as dull fools suppose ; " 
Anil some, no doubt, for Love's sake have forgot 

Much thi.t is needful in lUis world of prose : — 
Perchiince 'twas ho with these. Bat who ahall say ? 
Time has long since swept them and theirs away. 
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THE WATER-CURE. 
A tale: in the manner op prior. 



' —f^rUniaque Tkenala ridn f* 

— HoR. ■ 

**—Th4umi>aM portentt do you /hut t" 

» • 



CARDENIO'S fortunes ne'er miscarried 
Until the day Cardenio married. 
What then ? the Nymph no doubt was young ? 
She was : but yet — she had a tongue ! 
Most women have, you seem to say. 
I grant it — in a different way. 

'Twas not that organ half-divine, 
With which. Dear Friend, your spouse or mine. 
What time we seek our nightly pillows, 
Rebukes our easy peccadilloes : 
'Twas not so tuneful, so composing ; 
'Twas louder and less often donng ; 
At Ombre, Basset, Loo, Quadrille, 
You heard it resonant and shrill ; 
You heard it rising, rising yet 
Beyond Selinda's parroquet ; 

M 
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Tm hoid it liral itf oaSa 



WcmU tHB to voioe nd vaUag t 



TlMt (^ Mooeded) mast be isnd 
WUcb cn't bf pntctioe be cndnnd. 
Cardenio, thoi^ be loved iIk n*id, 
Gtew dnilf romc and mcne B&aid ; 
Atul tiacc adnce could not pneimil 
(Reproof but uemcd (o tin the gale), 
A prudent man, be cast about 
To lind some filling DostrniD out. 
What need to ta.j that priceless drug 
Had not in aay mine been dug? 
What need to la; no tkdful leech 
Could check that plethora of ipeech? 
SulTice it, that one lucky daj 
Cardenio tried— another way. 

A Hermit (there were hermits then ; 
The most accessible of men!) 
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Near Vauxhall*s sacred shade resided ; 
In lum, at length, our friend confided. 
(Simples, for show, he used to sell ; 
But cast Nativities as well) 
Consulted, he looked wondrous wise ; 
Then undertook the enterprise. 

What that might be, the Muse must spare : 
To tell the truth, she was not there. 
She scorns to patch what she ignores 
With Similes and Metaphors ; 
And so, in short, to change the scene. 
She slips a fortnight in between. 

Behold our pair then (quite by chance !) 
In Vauxhall's garden of romance,— 
That paradise of nymphs and grottoes, 
Of fans, and fiddles, and ridottoes ! 
What wonder if, the lamps reviewed. 
The song encored, the maze pursued. 
No further feat could seem more pat 
Than seek the Hermit after that ? 
Who then more keen her &te to see 
Than this, the new Leuconoe, 
On fire to learn the lore forbidden 
In Babylonian numbers hidden ? 




) 
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And ^widi caginei cf bis bade; 
(Af Sk«kU«, rod SfAeres and Cobei : 
Ai AnslcU mud Optic Tsbei ;) 
With AaAj depth* bebind rerealiiis 
Sinnge Hapa that A^n^rA btm the cdlii^ ; 
Wlute more to pi% the bebolda 
A Black Cat ut apon hi> ibouSdei:. 

Ttic Hermit tjeA the Ladj o'er 
A! one whose face he'd seen before ; 
And then, with agitated loolts, 
lie Tell to fumbling at his boolts. 

Cardcnio felt hU spouse was frightened, 
]{er gralp upon hi* arm had lightened ; 
Judge then her horror and her dread 
When "Vox Stellarum" shoolc his head; 
Then dark!]' ipake in phrase forlorn 
Of Taurus and of Capricorn ; 
or Klars averse, and stars ascendanj. 
And itart entirely independent ; 
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In &ct, it seemed that all the Heavens 
Were set at sixes and at sevens, 
Portending, in her case, some fete 
Too fearful to prognosticate. 

Meanwhile the Dame was weU-nigh dead. 
"Bat is there naught," Cardenio said, 
" No sign or token, Sage, to show 
From whence, or what, this dismal woe?'' 

The sage, with circle and with plane^ 
Betook him to his charts again* 
" It vaguely seems to threaten Speech : 
No more (he said) the agns can teach." 

But still Cardenio tried once more : 
" Is there no potion in your store. 
No charm by Chaldee mage concerted 
By which this doom can be averted ? " 

The Sage, with motion doubly mystic, 
Resumed his juggling cabalistic. 
The aspects here again were various ; 
But seemed to indicate Aquarius. 
Thereat portentously he frowned ; 
Then frowned again, then smiled ; — 'twas found ! 



I! 



Bot "tHas too ample to be liicd. 
"Vi'hat isit, then?" at once Cher cried. 

" Whene'er by chance yon fed tndlod 
To speak at lei^;;th, or uniavited ; 
Wheae*eT yoa led tout tones grow shrill 
(At [iiMs, we know, the soTtest will I), 
TbU word ontcuUr, mf daughter. 
Bids ;ou to Gil your mouth with mlei : 
Further, to hold it lirm lad ^sl, 
Until the danger be o'erpast." 

The Dame, bj this in part relieved 
The proipect of escape perceived. 
Rebelled a little at the diet. 
Caidenio aud discreetly, " Try il. 
Try it, my Own. You have no choice, 
What IT yon lose your channing twix C' 
She tried, it seems. And whether Chen 
Some god stepped in, benign to men ; 
Or Modesty, too long outlawed. 
Contrived to aid the pioos fraud, 
I know not : — bat from that tame day 
She talked in quite a different way. 
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I 

I 



INXOGNITA. 

JUST for a space that I met her-— 
Just for a day in the train ! 
It began when she feared it would wet her. 

That tiniest spurtle of rain : 
So we tucked a great rug in the sashes. 

And carefully padded the pane ;' 
And I sorrow in sackcloth and ashes. 
Longing to do it again ! 

Then it grew when she begged me to reach her 

A dressing-case under the seat ; 
She was *' really so tiny a creature^ 

That she needed a stool for her feet ! " 
Which was promptly arranged to her order 

With a care that was even minute, 
And a glimpse— of an open-work border. 

And a glance— of the fdryest boot. 

Then it drooped, and revived at some hovels-^ 
" Were they houses for men or for pigs? ** 

Then it shifted to muscular novels. 
With a little digression on prigs : 



She An^t " Wlvo and Dai^hteit " " w joUj ; 

" HaJ I lead it ? " She kaen vhoi I Iia;i}, 
Like the rest, I should dote apoo " Mclly ; " 

And "poor Mis. Ga^etl — how sid ! " 

" Like BioimiDg ? " "BuEso-so." Hupcooriif 

Too deep fbi hei frivoloui mood. 
That pK&ncd jDoi meie melrical jiw^ 

To die stronger poetical fixd ; 
V«l at tinws be was good — " a* t, tonic ; " 

Was Tetmjson writing jnst now ? 
And wai tbis acw poa Bynmic, 

Aod clercT, ood oaughtj, or how? 

Then we trifled with concerts and croqufl. 

Then she daintilj dusted h^ face ; 
Then she spiiakled herself with "Esi Bouqnet,' 

Fished oat boa the foregoii^ cue ; 
And we chattered of Gasaer and Grid, 

And voted AnDt Sally a bore ; 
Discussed if the tight rope were tasj. 

Or Chopin much haider than Spohr. 

And oh I the odd things that she quoted, 

Wth the prettiest possible look, 
And the price of two buns that she noted 

la the pteltiest possible book ; 
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While her talk like a miisical rillet 
Flashed on with the hours that flew. 

And the carriage^ her smile seemed to fill it 
Witli just enough summer— for Two. 

Till at last in her coiner, peeping 

From a nest of rugs and of furs, 
With the white shut eyelids sleeping 

On those dangerous looks of hers. 
She seemed like a snow-drop breaking. 

Not wholly alive nor dead. 
But with one blind impulse making 

To the sounds of the spring overhead ; 

And I watched in the lamplight's swerving 

The shade of the down-dropt lid, 
And the lip-line*s delicate curving, 

^Vhere a slumbering smile lay hid, 
Till I longed that, rather than sever. 

The train should shriek into space. 
And carry us onward — for ever, — 

Me and that beautiAil face. 

But she suddenly woke in a fidget. 
With fears she was " nearly at home," 

And talk of a certain Aunt Bridget, 
Whom I mentally wished — well, at Rome ; 
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Cot oat ot the very next Etnlion, 
Looking back with t. meny Bbk Soir, 

Adding too, to mj utter vexation, 
A surplus, unkind Au Jleveir. 

So left me to muae on her graces. 

Tit doic and to mvx, till I dreamed 
That we sailed through the sunniest plw 

In a glotilied galley, il seemed ; 
But the cabin was mode ofa curiige. 

And the ocean was Eau-de-Cologne, 
And we split on b cdcIe lalielted MakkiaG^. J 

And I wolte, — as cold as a stone. 

And that's how I lost her — a jewel, 

iHcogHiia—oTK in a crowd. 
Nor prudent enough to be cruel. 

Nor worldly enough to be proud. 
It was jusl a shut lid and its lashes, 

Just a few hours in a train. 
And I sorrow in sackcloth and ashes 

Longing to see ner ipiin. 
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DORA VERSUS ROSE. 

" Tk€ Case Ufroceedingr 

FROM the tragic-est novels at Mudie's— 
At least, on a practical plan — 
To the tales of mere Hodges and Judys, 

One love is enough for a man. 
But no case that I ever yet met is 
Like mine : I am equally fond 
Of Rose, who a charming brunette is. 

And Dora, a blonde. 

Each rivals the other in powers — 
Each waltzes, each warbles, each paints— 

Miss Rose, chiefly tumble-down towers ; 
Miss Do., perpendicular saints. 

In short, to distinguish is folly ; 
'Twixt the pair I am come to the pass 

Of Macheath, between Lucy and Polly, — 

Or Buridan's ass. 

If it happens that Rosa I've singled 
For a soft celebration in rhyme. 



TEMJ Bt SOCJSrt. 




For Rom I waiA peridi [fn it».) ; 
For Den rd viDi^r ncm *— 

(Whalcnr m^il oSa to XUm) ; 
Bat to mike (he inridiaiB ***«^-»| — 



And, 15 eitba lo hopdesslj nice a, 
Mj sole and mj final TESonrce 
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Is to wait some indefinite crisis, — 

Some feat of molecular force, 
To solve me this riddle conducive 

By no means to peace or repose. 
Since the issue can scarce be inclusive 

Of Dora and Rose. 

{Afterthought.) 

But, perhaps, if a third (say a Norah), 

Not quite so delightful as Rose,— 
Not wholly so charming as Dora,— 

Should appear, is it wrong to suppose^ — 
As the claims of the others are equal,--> 

And flight— in the main — ^is the best,— 
That I might . . . But no matter, — the sequel 

Is easily guessed. 




Then, Rose, jvu passed the windoir,- 

I see you passing yet, — 
Ah, what could I within do. 

When, Rose, our cUnces ni«( I 
Vou snared me. Rose, with ribbons, 

Your rose-moulli made me thrall, 
Brief— briefer far than Gibbon's, 

Win my " Decline and Fnll." 



AD ROSAM, 177 



I heard the summons spoken 

That all hear — ^king and clown : 
You smiled — ^the ice was broken ; 

You stopped — ^the bill was down* 
How blind we are ! It never 

Occurred to me to seek 
If you had come for ever. 

Or only for a week. 

The words your voice neglected. 

Seemed vrritten in your eyes ; 
The thought your heart protected. 

Your cheek told, missal-wise ; — 
I read the rubric plainly 

As any Expert could ; 
In short, we dreamed, — ^insanely, 

As only lovers should. 

I broke the tall CEnone, 

That then my chambers graced. 
Because she seemed '' too bony. 

To suit your purist taste ; 
And you, without vexation, 

May certainly confess 
Some graceful approbation, 

Designed h men adnsse, 

v 



$» 
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Yoo liked toe then, larina,— 

VoD liked me tben, I think ; 
For jrooi sake gait had been a 

Mere tonic-cup to drink ; 
For yoar sake, bonds were trivial, 

Tlie rack, a tittir-dfforci ; 
And buiislimeTit, convivial, — 

You coming too, o' course. 

Then, Boat, a won! in jest meanl 

Would throw you io a state 
That no well-timed inrestmenl 

Could quite alleviate g 
Beyond a Paris trousseau 

Vou priied iny smile, I know, 
I, yours — ah, more than Rousseau 

The lip of d'Houdetot. 

Then, Rose,— But why pursue il ? 

When Fate begins to frown 
Best write the final "fuit," 

And gulp the physic down. 
And yet, — and yet, that only. 

The song should end with this r — 
You left me,— left me lonely, 

Rosa mulabilis ! 



^ 
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Left me, with Time for Mentor, 

(A dreary tHe-^-tHet) 
To pen my " Last Lament," or 

Extemporize to Fate, 
In blankest verse disclosing 

My bitterness of mind, — 
Which is, I learn, composing 

In cases of the kind. 

No, Rose. Though you refuse me, 

Culture the pang prevents ; 
*' I am not made "—excuse me — 

" Of so slight elements ; " 
I leave to common lovers 

The hemlock or the hood ; 
My rarer soul recovers 

In dreams of public good. 

The Roses of this nation — 

Or so I understand 
From careful computation — 

Exceed the gross demand ; 
And, therefore, in civility 

To maids that can't be matched, 
No man of sensibility 

Should linger unattached. 



So, without foHhet fashion — 

A modem Cuitius, 
PluiiEing, froin pure compassioi 

To »id the Dverplu!, — 
I sil down, sa.d — not da.uiil«l, 

And, in lay weeds, begin 
A new card—" Tcnnnl Wanted 

pBrticnlars -within." 
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OUTWARD BOUND. 

(HORACE, III. 7.) 

" Quidjlest Asierie, qnem Hbicandfdi 
Prtnto restitvent vere Favonii — 
Gygent'* 

COME, Laura, patience. Time and Spring 
Your absent Arthur back shall bring. 
Enriched with many an Indian thing 

Once more to woo you ; 
Him neither wind nor wave can check, 
Who, cramped beneath the " Simla's " deck. 
Still constant, though with stiffened neck. 
Makes verses to you. 

Would it were wave and wind alone ! 
The terrors of the torrid zone. 
The indiscriminate cyclone, 

A man might parry ; 
But only faith, or " triple brass," 
Can help the "outward-bound " to pass 
Safe through that eastward-faring class 

Who sail to marry. 



But mind they're pretlj 
VVft " hiig hums." .... 

Huoii. 
Voa shall be Committee, 
dsay if they are "ont " or "in." 

r I shall reject them oil. Begin. 

I'Hece is the Hist. An antique Hiill 
L (Like Chantidere) with panelled wall. 
I A boy, or rather lad. A girl, 
I t^ugMng with a.11 her rows of pearl 

Befoce n portrait in a ruff. 

He meanwhile watches . . . • 



That's enough, 
verve," " brie," " breadth," " design," 
'i English, I decline. 



This is the next. 'Tis liner far : 
A foaming torrent (say Braemar), 
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A pony, grazbg by a boulder. 
Then the same pair, a little older. 
Left by some lucky chance together. 
He begs her for a sprig of heather .... 

Helen. 

— "Which she accords with smile seraphic" 
I know it, — it was in the ** Graphic." 
Declined. 

Hugh. 

Once more, and I forego 
All hopes of hanging, high or low : 
Behold the hero of the scene. 
In bungalow and palankeen .... 

Helen. 

What 1 — all at once 1 But that's absurd ; — 
Unless he*s Sir Boyle Roche's bird I 

Hugh. 

Permit me — *Tis a Panorama, 
In which the person of the drama. 
Mid orientals dusk and tawny. 
Mid warriors drinking brandy pawnee, 
Mid scorpions, dowagers, and griffins. 



IN- THE ROYAL ACADEMY. 
[UGH {ai,/i,r/t«si). Helen {kisai 

Helen. 

THEV lisve not come I And ten ii post,- 
UnJess, bf chance, my watcb is 
— Aunt lilabel rarely told ni "ten." 

Hugh. 
I doubt if slie «ui do it, then. 



That is, — you knew. 
How could you be so treacherous, Hugh ? 



Nay ; — it is scarcely mine, I 



Where shall we sit? Not here, I vote ;- 
At least, there's nothing here of note. 
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THE LAST DESPATCH. 

HURRAH I the Season's past at last ; 
At length we've " done " oar pleasure. 
Dear " Pater," if you only knew 
How much I've longed for home and you,— 
Our own green lawn and leisure 1 

And then the pets ! One half forgets 
The dear dumb friends — in BabeL 

I hope my special fish is fed ; — 

I long to see poor Nigra's head 
Pushed at me from the stable I 

I long to see the cob and " Rob," — 

Old Bevis and the Collie ; 
And wotCt we read in "Traveller's Rest " I 
Home readings after all are best ;— 

None else seem half so *' jolly I " 

• 

One misses your dear kindly store 

Of fancies quaint and funny ; 
One misses, too, your kind bon-mot ; — 
The Mayiair wit I mostly know 

Has more of gall than honey 1 
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Ilinr tiled one gravi of "calls and balls I" 
This " taujeuri perdrii" iresries i 

I'm longing, qnite, for " Notes on Knoi " ; 

[Afrvpot, I've the loydiat bon 

For holdins Uola and Qiurit! I) 

A change of place woold suit m; case. 

You'll lake me ? — on probation ? 
As " Ladf-help," theo, let it be ; 
I feel (as Lavender shall see). 

That Jams aie my vocalion I 

How's Laveodei ? My lore to her. 

Does Briggi still flirt with Flowen ?— 
Has Hawthorn stubbed the common clear 7 — 
Vonll let me give lamt picnici, Dear, 

And ask the Vanes and Towers? 

I net Belle Vane. "Hc'i''ttill b Spain! 

Sir John won't let them many. 
Auai drove ibc boys to Brompton Rink ; 
And Charier, — changing Charley,— Ihink, 

Is now ail mitwc with Cany i 

And NO. Von know what "Na" I mean — 
There's do one yet at present : 



The Benedick I have in 
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Mnst be a something wholly new, — 
One's iather's/sr too pleasant 

So hey, I say, for home and yon ! 

Good-by to Piccadilly ; 
Balls, beaux, and Bolton-row, adieu I 
Expect me. Dear, at half-past two ; 

Till then,— your Own Fond— MiLLY. 
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"PREMIERS AMOURS." 






WHEN I called at Ihe " Hollies " to-dxy, 
In the room with the cedar-wood presse 
Aunt Deb. was just folding away 

Wliat she c»Us her "memorial dressea." 



She'd the frock that she wore at fifteen,— 
Short- waist ed, of course — my abhorrence ; 

She'd "the loveliest" — something in "een" 
That she wears in her portrait by Lawrence ; 

She'd the "jelick " she used— "as a Greek," (!) 
She'd the habit she got her bad bl] in ; 

She had e'en the blue moiri antique 
That she opened Squire Grasshopper's ball in :— 
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New and old they were all of them there : — 

Sleek velvet and bombazine stately, — 
She had hung them each over a chair 

To the **panters " she's taken to lately 

(Which she showed me, I think, by mistake). 

And I conned o'er the forms and the £uhionS| 
Till the faded old shapes seemed to wake 

All the ghosts of my passed-away " passions ; ' — 

From the days of love*s youthfullest dream. 

When the height of my shooting idea 
Was to bom, like a young Polypheme, 

For a somewhat mature Galatea. 

There was Lucy, who'd "tiffed" with her first, 
And who threw me as soon as her third came ; 

There was Norah, whose cut was the worst. 
For she told me to wait till my " herd " came ; 

Pale Blanche, who subsisted on salts ; 

Blonde Bertha, who doted on Schiller ; 
Poor Amy, who taught me to waltz ; 

Plain Ann, that I wooed for the ** siller ; " — 

All danced round my head in a ring. 
Like ** The Zephjrrs " that somebody painted, 



' 


-J 
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All shapes of Ihe feminine thing- 




Shy, Bcomful, seductive, and sainted,— 
To my Wife, in tlie days she was young . . , 






" How, Sir," says that laily, disgusted. 




" Do you dire to include Me among 


Your loves that have &dsd and rusted ? " 




■■Not at alll"— I benienly retort. 




(I was jijst the least bit in a temper !) 




'■ Those, alas ! were the fugitire sort. 








, 




Full stop, -and a Sermon. Yet think,— 




There was surely good ground for a quarrel, — 


I 


She had checked me when just on the brink 




Of— I feel-a remarkable MOEAi, ' 
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THE SCREEN IN THE LUMBER ROOM. 

YES, here it is, behind the box. 
That puzzle wrought so neatly — 
That paradise of paradox — 

We once knew so completely ; 
You see it ? 'Tis the same, I swear, 
Which stood, that chill September, 
Beside your aunt Lavinia's chair 
The year when . . . You remember ? 

Look, Laura, look ! You must recall 

This florid " Fairy's Bower," 
This wonderfid Swiss waterfall. 

And this old *' Leaning Tower ; 
And here's the " Maiden of Cashmere, 

And here is Bewick's " Starling," 
And here the dandy cuirassier 

You thought was "such a Darling ! " 

Your poor dear Aunt ! you know her way, 

She used to say this figure 
Reminded her of Count D'Orsay 

'' In all his youthfiil vigour ; " 
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And here's the " col beside the hill '" 

We chose lot habitation. 
The day thai ... Bui I doubt if still 

Vou'd tike the i 



4 

ugh 

4 



Too damp — by far ! Site IJHle knew, 

^'out guileless Aiint Lavinia, 
ThoEO evenings when she slumbered through 

" The Prince of Abysania," 
Thnt there were two beside her chair 

Who both hnd (juite deciJed 
To see things in a rosier air 

Than Rasselfls proviilcd 1 

Ah ! men wore stocks in Britain's land. 

And maids short waists and lippels. 
When this old-faihioned screen was planned 

From hoarded scraps and snippets ; 
Bui more— far more, I think — lo me 

Than those who first designed it, 
In (his— in Eighteen Seventy-Three— 

I kissed you first behind it. 



\ 
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DAISY'S VALENTINES. 

ALL night through Daisy's sleep, it seems. 
Have ceaseless " rat-tats " thundered ; 
All night through Daisy's rosy dreams 

Have devious Postmen blundered^ 
Delivering letters round her bed, — 
Mysterious missives, sealed with red. 
And franked of course with due Queen's-head«- 
While Daisy lay and wondered. 

But now, when chirping birds begin. 

And Day puts off the Quaker, — 
When Cook renews her morning din, 

And rates the cheerful baker, — 
She dreams her dream no dream at all. 
For, just as pigeons come at call. 
Winged letters flutter down, and fall 

Around her head, and wake her. 

Yes, there they are ! With quirk and twist. 

And fraudful arts directed ; 
(Save Grandpapa's dear stiff old " fist," 

Through all disguise detected ;) 



tot 
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To dash one with eau de Colognei 
All over one's eminent forehead ; — 

And why should I stay here alone ! 
Toiling in Town now is "horrid." 



t 
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A SONNET IN DIALOGUE. 

Frank {on the Lawn). 
/^^OME to the Terrace, May, — ^the sun is low. 

May (/« the House), 
Thanks, I prefer my Browning here instead. 

Frank. 
There are two peaches by the strawberry bed. 

Mav. 
They will be riper if we let them grow. 

Frank. 
Then the Park-aloe is in bloom, you know. 

May. 
Also, her Majesty Queen Anne is dead. 

Frank. 
But surely, May, your pony must be fed. 
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GROWING GRAY. 

" On a Fd^ de son cceur.'^—K, d'Houdetot. 

A LITTLE more toward the light ;— 
Me miserable ! Here's one that's white ; 
And one that's turning ; 
Adieu to song and ** salad days ; " 
My Muse, let's go at once to Jay's, 
And order mourning. 

We must reform our rhymes, my Dear, — 
Renounce the gay for the severe, — 

Be grave, not witty ; 
We have, no more, the right to find 
That Pyrrha's hair is neatly twined, — 

That Chloe's pretty. 

Young Love's for us a farce that's played ; 
Light canzonet and serenade 

No more may tempt us ; 
Gray hairs but ill accord with dreams ; 
From aught but sour didactic themes 

Our years exempt us 



Indeed ! Vou really fancy so ? 

VoQ think for one wblte streak we grow 

At on« saline? 
A fiddlestick 1 Eath hair's ■ string 
To which our ancienl Muse shall sing ' 

A younger lyric. 

The heart's still sound, Shali "cakes and ale" 
Grow rate to youth because im rail 

At schoolboy dishes ? 
Perish the thought ( 'Tis ours to chant 
When neither Time nor Tide can grant 

EelieFnili wishes. 



:hant I 

>rant M 



VARIA. 



VARIA. 



1 

•< 

I" 
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THE MALTWORM'S MADRIGAL 

I DRINK of the Ale of Sonthwark, I drink of the Ale 
of Chepe ; 
At noon I dream on the settle ; at night I cannot sleep ; 
For my love, my love it groweth ; I waste me all the day ; 
And when I see sweet Alison, I know not what to say. 



The sparrow when he spieth his Dear upon the tree. 
He beateth to his little wing ; he chirketh lustily ; 
But when I see sweet Alison, the words begin to fail ; 
I wot that I shall die of Love — an I die not of Ale. 

Her lips are like the muscadd ; her brows are black as ink ; 
Her eyes are bright as beryl stones that in the tankard 

wink; 
But when she sees me coming, she shrillelh out--**Te- 

Hee! 
Fye on thy ruddy nose, Cousin, what lackest thou of me ? " 

" Fye on thy ruddy nose, Cousin I Why be thine eyes sq 

small? 
Why go thy legs tap-lappetty like men that fear to fall? 

p 





Go to. Thou art no 


man (she saith)— Ihou art a Po 


pa.1" 




" Ho man," iTaiih, ' 


No[nanl"sliesailh. And " Po 


pot " thereto ! 




'•Tbou deepest like 


OUT dog nil dajr ; thou drinlc's 


fishes do." 




I would that I were 


Tibb tbe dog ; he wags at her 


lull 




Or would that I wen 


fish, petdy,— and all the sea « 


Ale! 





So I Jrink of the Ale of Southwark, I drink of the . 

of Chepe ; 
All daf I dream in ibe sDoliglit ; I dreitn and eke t we 
But Utile lore of loving can anj flagon tench, 
For when my tongue is loosfd most, then muBl: I liKe 



y^ 
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AN APRIL PASTORAL. 

He. 

WHITHER away, fair Neat-heidess ? 
She, Shepherd, I go to tend my kine. 
ffe. Stay thou, and watch this flock of mine. 
She, With thee ? Nay, that were idleness. 
He, Thy kine will pasture ndne the less. 
She, Not so : they wait me and my sign. 
He, I'll pipe to thee beneath the pine. 
She, Thy pipe will soothe not their distress. 
He, Dost thou not hear beside the spring 

How the gay birds are carolling ? 
She, I hear them. But it may not be. 
He, Farewell then. Sweetheart ! Farewell now. 

She, Shepherd, farewell ^Where goest thou ? 

He, I go . . to tend thy kine for theel 




A NEW SONG OF THE SPRING GARDENS. 

TV llu SinitH qfRiKim AB.' 

COME bilhei }>£ gallants, come hither ye miudsi 
To the triiD EinTelled walks, to the shady arcadM 
Come hilliec, come Utber, the nightingales cull ; — 
Sing T'on/orwn,— VBUxhall I Vauxhall I 

Come hither, f c cits, from your Lothbuty hives I 
Come hithet, fe hu^hands, and took to youi wives 1 
Foe the sparks ore as thick us the Imvus in the Mall ;— 
SioE Tanlarara, — Vcuxhilt 1 Vauxhall I 

Here the 'prentice from Aldgate may c^le a Toast 1 
Here his Woiship must elbow the knight of the post ! 
For the wicket is free to tlie great and the small ; — 
Sin2 Tanlarara, — Vauxhall I Vauxhail 1 

Here B.:tty may flaunt in her mistress's sack ! 
Here Ttip wear his master's brocade on his back I 
Here a hussy may ride, and a rogue take the wall ; — 
Sing IhnSarara, — Vauxhall ! Vauihall 1 
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A NEIV SONG OF THE SPRING GARDENS, 2x3 

Here Beauty may grant, and here Valour may ask ! 
Here the plamest may pass for a Belle (in a mask) ! 
Here a domino covers the short and the tall ; — 
Sing Taniararay — ^Vauxhall I Vauxhall ! 

*Tis a t3rpe of the world, with its drums and its din ; 
'Tis a type of the world, for when once you come in 
You are loth to go out ; like the world 'tis a ball 5 — 
Sing Tanfarara, — ^Vauxhall ! Vauxhall ! 
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A LOVE-SONG. 

(XVII I. CENT.) 



W" 



I yet nnpractised pray'r, 
My ttembling longqe sincere lEnored 

The aids of " sweet " and fsir." 
I only said, as in me la}-. 

She frowned, and turned ber eyes amaj.-i 
So much for tnilb in speech. 

Then Delia came- I chan^ nty planj,^ 

I praised her to her face ; 
I praised her features, — praised her fan. 

Her hip-d(^ and her lace ; 
I swore that not till Time were dead 

My passion should decay ; 
She, smiling, gave her hand, and said 

'Twill last Ihen— for a Day. 



OF HJS MISTRESS, axs 



OF HIS MISTRESS. 

{After Anthoi^ Hamilton.) 
To G. S. 

SHE that I love is neither brown nor fair, 
And, in a word her worth to say. 
There is no maid that with her may 
Compare. 

Yet of her charms the count is clear, I ween : 
There are five hundred things we see, 
And then five hundred too there be, 
Not seen. 

Her wit, her wisdom are direct firom Heaven : 
But the sweet Graces from their store 
A thousand finer touches more 
Have given. 

Her cheek's warm dye what painter's brush could note ? 
Beside her Flora would be wan. 
And white as whiteness of the swan 
Her throat. 



Her supple waist, her arm from Venus c 
Hebe her nose and l[p confess 
And, looking in her eyes, you guess 
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THE NAMELESS CHARM. 
{Ext-aidldfivm <» £>«n»> t/PirvM.) 

STELLA, 'tis not your dainty hetd. 
Your utless look, I own ; 
'Tis not your dear coqnettish tread, 
Or this, or that, alone j 

Nor is it all your gifts combined ( 
'Tis something in your face, — 

The untranslated, undefined. 
Uncertainty of grace, 

That taught the Boy on Ida's hill 
To whom the meed was due ; 

Allthne&i 

This OHi Zeioi it lot 
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TO A rASTORAL POET, 
(a. E. ».) 

AUONG mf best I pot yoaz Book, 
O Poel of the breoe ind brook I 
(Tlul breoe ood brook which blows and lalla 
More soft to (hose in city walls). 
Among my best ; and keep it still 
Till down tbe fair giass-girdled hill. 
Where slopes my g^uden-slip, there goea 
Tbe wandeiii^ wioil that wakes the rose. 
And scares the cohon that explore 
The biood-laced sun-llowei o'er and o'er. 
Or suits the restless bees that fret 
The bindweed and the migoonetle. 

Then I shall lake your Book, and dream 
I lie beside some hauoted slream ; 
And watch the crispizig waves that pass. 
And watch the tlickei in the grass ; 
And wail — and wait— and wait to see 
The Nymph . . . that never comes to me ! 



BALLADES AND RONDEAUS. 
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«a6 BALLADES AND RONDRAUS. 



No. For while yet in tower or cot 
Your story stin the pulses' play ; 

And men foiget the sordid lot — 
The sordid care, of cities gray ; — 
While yet, beset in homelier fray. 

They learn from you the lesson plain 
j That Life may go, so Honour stay, — 

The deeds you wrought are not in vain I 

ENVOY. 

Heroes of old ! I humbly lay 
The laurel on your graves again ; 

Whatever men have done, men may, — 
The deeds you wrought are not in vain. 



« 
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THE BALLAD OF THE THRUSH. 

ACROSS the noisy street 
I hear him careless throw 
One warning utterance sweet ; 
Then faint at first, and low, 
The full notes closer grow ; 
Hark I what a torrent gush 1 

They pour, they overflow — 
Sing on, sing on, O Thrush ! 

What trick, what dream's deceit 

Has fooled his fancy so 
To scorn of dust and heat ? 

I, prisoned here below. 

Feel the fresh breezes blow ; 
And see, thro' flag and rush. 

Cool water sliding slow — 
Sing on, sing on, O Thrush 1 

Sing on. What though thou beat 
On that dull bar, thy foe I 

Somewhere the green boughs meet 
Beyond the roofs a-row ; 



I 



Poor beans with hopeless w 
Sing Ml, sittE on. O Thruiih 1 



Bird, though ihcy come, we Icnow, 
The empty cage, the hush ; 

Sli]l, ere the brief day go. 
Sine oil ^ng on, O Ttirath I 
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THE BALLAD OF THE BARMECIDE. 

(ballade.) 

To one in Eastern dime, — ^'ds said, — 
There came a man at eve with " Lo ! 
Friend, ere the day be dimmed and dead. 
Hast thou a mind to feast, and know 
Fair cates, and sweet wine's overflow ? " 
To whom that other fain replied — 
** Lead on. Not backward I nor slow ; — 
Where is thy feast, O Barmecide ? *' 

Thereon the bidder passed and led 
To where, apart from dust and glow, 

They found a board with napeiy spread, 
And gold, and glistering cups a-row. 

" Eat," quoth the host, yet naught did show. 

To whom his guest — ** Thy board is wide ; 
But barren is the cheer, I trow ; 

Where is thy feast, O Barmecide ? ** 

" Eat "—quoth the man not less, and fed 
From meats unseen, and made as though 



He dnuik of wine both white and red. 

"Eet, — ere the day to darkness grow. 

Short space and scant the Fates bestow I ' 
What time his gtiest him wondeimg eyed, 

Mutleriiig in wiath iiJB beard below — 
* ' Where is tliy feast, O Barmecide ? " 



Li FE, —'tis of thee they fable so. 

Thou bidd'st lu eat, and still denied. 
Still fasting, from thy board we go : — 
" SVhere is rtj- feast, O Bannedde?" 
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TO A JUNE ROSE. 
(To A. P.) 

O ROYAL Rose I the Roman dress'd 
His feast with thee ; thy petals press'd 
Augustan brows ; thine odour fine, 
Mix'd with the three-times-mingled wine, 
Lent the long Jhracian draught its zest. 

What marvel then, if host and guest. 
By Song, by Joy, by Thee caress'd, 
Half-tiembled on the half-divine, 
O royal Rose ! 

And yet — and yet — I love thee best 

In our old gardens of the West, 
Whether about my thatch thou twine. 
Or Hers, that brown-eyed maid of mine, 

Who lulls thee on her lawny breast, 

O royal Rose ! 



BALLADES ANO SO.VDEAZ/S. 



H TO DAFFODILS. 

■ (To A. J, M.) 

O YELLOW flowers that HERklCK sung 1 
O fellow flowers tba,t danced and swung 
In WoHDswoRTii's Terse, and now to me, 
Unworthy, from this '■ pleasant lea." 
Laugh back, uncbaiiged and ever young ; — 

Ah, what a text to us o'erstrung, 
O'erwioughl, o'errcaching, hoarse of lung, 
Vou leocb by tbnt immortal glee, 
O yellow flowers I 

We, by the Age's cesirus siuog. 
Still hunt the New with eager tongue, 
Veied ever with the Old, but ye. 
What ye have been ye still shall be, 
When we ore dust the dust among, 
O yellow flowers 1 
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ON THE HURRY OF THIS TIME. 

(To F. G.) 

WITH slower pen men used to write. 
Of old, when "letters" were "poUte"; 
In Anna's, or in George's days^ 
They could afford to torn a phrase 
Or trim a straggling theme ari^t. 

They knew not steam ; electric light 
Not yet had dazed their calmer sight ; 

They meted out both blame and praise 
'>^th slower pen. 

Too swiftly now the Hours take flight ! 

What's read at mom is dead at night : 
Scant space have we for Art's delajrs. 
Whose breathless thought so briefly stays. 

We may not work — ah ! would we mi|^ I — 
With slower pen. 



1 



BALLADES AND KOtfDBAUS. 



"A SABINE FARM." 

(To J. S.) I 

?INE£irai!" Ah would I knew, 
r S.> of one at Barnes or Kew 1 
Spme "neat retreat," — in auction phrase,- 
Where one might nurture bees and "bays ■- 
A freehold, with the Thames in 



"A ^ 



Not mean the craft that 1 pursue : 
Still I could scarce, whate'er my due. 
Acquire — the Muse so meanly pays — 
A Sabine liuiii I 






But you, benignant Friend and true. 
Wham Corn makes rich as any Jew, 
Bethink yau now, while summer stays. 
The bard should hear the linnet's lays ; — 
How nice (for Me] 'twould be had you 
A Sabine farm I 



EXTREMUM TANAIN. 235 



EXTREMUM TANAIN. 
(To J. K.) 

BEFORE thy doors too long of late, 
O Lyce, I bewail my fete ; 
Not Don's barbarian maids, I trow, 
Would treat their luckless lovers so ; 
Thou, — thou alone art obstinate. 

Hast thou nor eyes nor ears, Ingrate I 
Hark ! how the North Wind shakes thy gate ! 
Look ! how the laurels bend with snow 
Before thy doors ! 

Lay by thy pride, — nor hesitate. 

Lest Love and I grow desperate ; 

If prayers, if gifts for naught must go, 
if naught my frozen pallor show, — 

Beware I .... I shall not always wait 
Before thy doors ! 
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BAX.LHDES AND RONDEAUS. 



"WHEN BURBADGE PLAYED." 
(To L. B.) 

WHEN Burbadge played, ihe stage m 
Of fount and temple, to« 

Two liiickswordi eked a tiotllc i 

Two supeis made □ rabble lOul 

The Thtone of Denmatk was a chair 1 

And yel, no less, Ibe audience thcie 
Ttiiilled through all changes of Despair, 
Hope, Anger, Fair, Delight, and OuuU 
When Burbadge played I 

This is the Actor's gift ; lo share 
All moods, all passions, nor to care 
One whit for scene, so he without 
Can lead men's minds the roundabout, 
Sliitec) as of old those heaiers were 
When Burbadge played ! 



PROLOGUE AND ENVOI TO 

ABBEY'S EDITION OF "SHE 

STOOPS TO CONQUER." 
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PROLOGUE TO ABBEY'S EDITION OF "SHE 
STOOPS TO CONQUER." 

IN the year Seventeen Hundred and Seventy and Three, 
When the Georges were ruling o'er Britain the free, 
There was played a new play, on a new-fashioned plan, 
By the Goldsmith who brought out the Good'Natui^d 

Man* 
New-&shioned, in truth — for this play, it appears. 
Dealt largely in laughter, and nothing in tears. 
While the type of those days, as the leamM will tell ye, 
Was the Cumberland whine or the whimper of Kelly. 
So the Critics pooh-poohed, and the Actresses pouted, 
And the Public were cold, and the Manager doubted ; 
But the Author had friends, and they all went to see it. 
Shall we join them in fancy ? You answer. So be it I 

Imagine yourself then, good Sir, in a wig, 
Either grizzle or bob->never mind, you look big. 
You've a sword at your side, in your shoes there are 

buckles. 
And the folds of fine linen flap over your knuckles. 



PROLOGUE A!fD ENVOI TO 
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Vou have come with light heait, and with tjea thai u 

brighter, 
From a pint of red Fori, vaA a steak at the Milrc i 
Vou have strolled from the IBai and the purlieus of Fleet, 
And you turn from the Strand into Catherine Street j 
Thence elimb to the law-loving summits of Bow, 
Till you stand at the Portal alt play-goers know. 
See, here are the 'prentice lads laughing and pushing. 
And here are the seamstresies shrinking and blushing, 
And here are the urchins who, just as to-day, Sir, 
Buii at you like flics with their "Bill o' the Pky, Sir?" 
Yet you lake one, no less, and you squeeze by the 

Chairs, 
With their freights of Bne ladies, and mount op the stairs ; 
So issae at last on the House in its pride. 
And pack yourself snug in a box at the side. 

Here awhile let us pause to take breath as we sit. 
Surveying the humours and pranks of the Pit, — 
With its Babel of chaltereis buzzing and humming, 
With its impudent orange-girls going and coming, 
Witli its endless surjjrises of face and of feature, — 
All grinning as one in a gusi of good-nature. 
Then we turn to the Boies where Trip in his lace 
Is aping his masltr, and keeping his place. 
Do but note how the Puppy flings back with a yawn, 
I.ikc a Duke at llie least, or a Bishop in lawn ! 



SHE STOOPS TO CONQUER, 241 

Then snifis at his bouquet* whips round with a smick. 
And ogles the ladies at large — ^like a Turk. 
But the music comes in, and the blanks are all filling, 
And Trip must trip up to the seats at a shilling ; 
And spite of the mourning that most of us wear 
The House takes a gay and a holiday air ; 
For the fiur sex are clever at turning the tables 
And seem to catch coquetry even in sables. 
Moreover, e'en mourning has ribbons and stars. 
And is sprinkled about with the red coats of Mars. 

Look, look, there is Wilkes I You may tell by the 

squint; 
But he grows every day more and more like the print 
(Ah I Hogarth could draw !) ; and behind at the back 
Hugh Kelly, who looks all the blacker in black. 
That is Cumberland next, and the prim-looking person 
In the comer, I take it, is Ossian Macpherson. 
And rolling and blinking, here, too, with the rest. 
Comes sturdy old Johnson, dressed out in his best ; 
How he shakes his old noddle ! 1*11 wager a crown. 
Whatever the law is k^s laying it down ! 
Beside him is Reynolds, who's deaf ; and the hale 
Fresh, farmer-like fellow, I &ncy , is Thrale. 
There is Burke with George Steevsns. And some- 
where, no doubt, 
Is the Author — too nervous just now to come out ; 

R 




He's n queer lillle Teitow, grave-featuied, pock-plten, 
Tbo' ihcy say, in his cups, he's bs gay as a kitten. 

But where is oui playbill ? MUttJus aj a Night I 
If Ihc (ille'» prophetic, I pity his plight ! 
Skt SiOBft ! Let us hope she won't full at liill length. 
For ihc piece — m 'tis whispered — is wBoting in strengtb. 
And the humour is " low ! "—you are doubtless aw 
There's o character, even, that "dances a bear I" 
Then the cast is so poor, — neilbei marrow nor pith 
Why can't they gel Woodward or Gentleman Smith I 

"Lee LKWESl"Who's LbwesP The fellow has plaj 
Nothing better, they tell me, than harlequinade I 

"Dudzllamy"— "Quick," — these are nobodiei 
Stay, I 

Believe I saw Quick once in Btau Mordecai. 

Yes, Quick is not bad. Mrs. Green, too, is funny ; 

But SiiUTKK, ah I Shutkb's the man for my money ! 

He's the quaintest, the oddest of mortals, is Shuter, 

And he has but one fault— he's too fond of the pewter. 

Then there's little Bulkely . - . 

But here in the middle, 
From the orchestra comes the Scst squeak of a itddle. 
Then the bass gives a growl, and the hom makes a dash. 
And the music b^ns with a flourish and crash. 
And away to the zenith goes swelling and swaying, 



I 



"> 



SHE STOOPS TO CONQUER, 843 

While we tap on the box to keep time to the playing. 
And we hear the old tunes as they follow and mingle, 
Till at last from the stage comes a ting-a-ting tingle ; 
And the'fans cease to whirr, and the House for a minute 
Grows still as if naught but wax figures were in it. 
Then an actor steps out, and the eyes of.all glisten. 
Who is it ? The Prologue. He*s sobbii^. Hush ! listen. 

[Thereupon enters Mr, Woodward in black, with 
a handkerchief to his eyes, to speak Garrick*s 
Prologue, after which comes the play. In 
the volume for which the foregoing addi* 
tional Prologue was written the following 
Envoi was added."] 



L'ENVOI. 

GOOD-BYE to you, Kelly, your fetters are broken ! 
Good-bye to you, Cumberland, Goldsmith has 
spoken ! 
Good-bye to sham ^entiment^ moping and mumming, 
For Goldsmith has spoken and Sheridan's coming ; 
And the frank Muse of Comedy laughs in free air 
As she laughed with the Great Ones, with Shakespeare, 
Moli&re ! 
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^^H Til a/ttr Jays t-IiiigTaiiti high ^^H 
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lAn iknild tfllify, ^^H 
•ttirvincikamiurlKtt.' ^^M 



NOTES. 



NOTES. 



**A ddttPrHfOU wouUnot <//nmw."— Pagb 33. 
T)R£VILLE was the French Foote, circa 1760. 



Molly Trbpusis.— Pagb 33. 

The epigram here quoted from " an old magaane ** is to be found 
in the late Lord Neaves's admirable little volume, The Greek Anikth 
Icgy {Blackwood t Ancient Classics /or EngUsh Readers^ Those 
fiuniliar with eighteenth-centtury literature will recogniiEe in the 
succeeding Terses but another echo of those lively stansaa of John 
Gay to " Molly Mogg of the Rose," which found so many imitators 
in his own day. Whether my heroine is to be identified with a 
certaun " Miss Trefusis,** whose Poems are sometimes to be found 
hi the second-hand booksellenT catalogues, I know not. But if she 
is, I trust I have done her accomplished shade no wrong. 

An Eastern Apologub.— Pagb 43. 

The initials " E. H. P." are those of the late eminent (and ill- 
fated) Orientalist, Professor Palmer. As my lines entirely owed 
their origin to his translations of Zoheir, I sent them to him. He 




H them vufoly. Ie is tFuc he Found 

t cobduded I bid iucc«eded in my little ^oitkJu, 
10 him. I wish now that b 



natile acholus Ihu 4£a hu i« 



opy u pirr«d throughout hy A 



" DU ike xtM^ir litt Ikal «iibr f '— FAtiK 48. 
LueLla DeunDuQu. S« CtiijWt Frtu 



i.e. Tki Art tfEni^ik PBttij, by Edwwd Bynhs, 1701. 

Thb Book-Plati'i PrriTtOH.— Pac« 84, 
TheicliDa werertprintadfrom JV^/rt aH^^fvrr^iiiiMr. A 
Lwie'i delightfiil volume TV Librarj, iSSi. nhere the curiou 
find fiill inrormaiion u to l)u enonnitiet of the bdoli-niutlLatoT 
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NOTES, 349 



" Hav€ I not writ tfy Zamt t "— Pagb 90. 

Tht lines in italic type which follow, are fody paraphrased from 
the ancient Cade tF Amour oixha Xllth Century, as given by Andrtf 
le Chapelain himself. 

A DiALOGUB, ETC.— Page 99. 

This dialogue, first printed in Scr&ntf^t Mag4UttH» for May, x888, 
was afterwards read by Professor Henry Morley at the opening of 
the Pbpe Loan Museum at Twickenham (July 3xst), to the Catalogue 
of wluch exhibition it was prefixed. 

" Tlu 'crooked Body wUh a crooked Mind: "—Page zoa 

" Mens curva in corpore curvo." 

Said of Pope by Lord Orrery. 

" Neitker as Locks «mx, nor as Blake."— Page X07. 

The Shire Hall at Taunton, where these verses were read at the 
unveiling, by Mr. James Russell Lowdl, of Miss Margaret Thomas's 
bust of Fielding; Sq)tember 4^1, 1883, also contains busts of Admiral 
Blake and John Locke. 

*' Tke Journal qfkismiddU-age.**^V AGE xzo. 

It is, perhaps, needless to say that the reference here is to the 
Journal qf a Voyage to Lisbon, published posthumously in Feb- 
ruary, Z755, — a record which for pathos and dignity may be com- 
pared with the letter and dedication which Fielding's predecessor 
and model, Cervantes, prefixed to his last romance of Persiles and 
Sigismunda, 



I ippsuM in Ihe Smtur^^ Riiiiiw for Pebruary 141L, 



"JovspiblehLC Leg u>d kiB'd Ilka Dam^ 
Obuquious HiKHiu dU Ibc Sune." 



Cnck, UlB luaiaonr of Covent Gvden, nu tJiE Oirii 
Huuoii cf Ihe lut cenuiry, Ilie Leidiig idea of (hit 1 
khuuld be added, a eo^eti frmn doc bjr OaUflrt. 

' ly ConV ' CatH-Pii: "— Faob in. 



^t lertflh Ihey Id cha Rubtuh tpj 

Thhig resf milling a Gdom Py." 

Swin's Ttties on Vimtni[Ki Hem 



" Tlu Oaf prtftmd At' rnvi o>^ Awn,' "—Pace 
1 hiK ■ TcuoivUc good ear in mudc : let lu have (t 

Ihe boDO.' 

Midii,mnin~fl!^tl Drwrn, Act IT., Sc L 



■' Andilihtdiltr Ckaat viiiu/trStaiger—Vt.n 
ire Honiespnn probably meant Cthon. 



NOTES. asi 



The Watbr-Curb.— Pagb x6z. 

These rerses were suggested by the recoUectioo of an anecdote in 
Madame de Genlis, which seemed to lend itself to dghteenth- 
centory treatment. It was therefore somewhat depressing, not long 
after they were written, to find that the subject had aheady been 
annexed by an actual dghteenth-centuxy writer, who, moreover, 
claimed to hav« founded his story on a contemporary incident. 
Burton, nevertheless, had told it before him, as early as x6az, in 
the Anatomy qf Melancholy, 



" In Bahytoman numbers hidden^ — Pack 163. 

'* — nee Babylonios 
Tentaris ntmieroSi'* 

Hob. L, is. 

u 



And spite of the m<mming that moet of us wear,** — ^Pagb 241. 



In March, 1773, when She Stoops to Conquer was first played, 
there was a court-mourning for the King of Sardinia (Forster's 
Goldsmiths Book iv. Chiq;). 15). 



* ' But he grows every day more and more Uke the prini,*'^VAon 241. 

" Mr. IVilheSt ^"^ hi* usual good humour, has been heard to 
observe, that he is every day growing more and more like his 
portrait by Hogarth [i.e. the print of May z6th, 1763]." 

Biographical Anecdotes of WHliam Hogarth^ 1782, 

pp. 305-6. 



i 



Note. — These titles and half-titles can, if desired, 
be substituted for the titles and half-titles of 
Old' World Idylls (8th ed. 1888), and At the 
Sign of the Lyre (6th ed. 1889). 
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